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At  home 


on  city   streets 
on  country  lanes 


/TvHE    new  Morris,  a  British  thoroughbred    to  the  minutest 
detail,  wins  its  triumphs  alike  where  traffic  is  heaviest  and 
where  country  side-roads  test  power  and  stamina. 

Morris  owners  slip  neatly  into  the  smallest  parking  spaces  when 
parking  is  at  a  premium.  The  Morris  turns  in  almost  its  own 
length,  stops  instantly  atyour  command  and  starts  like  a  thorough- 
bred at  the  barrier.  In  traffic  jams,  it  weaves  adroitly  in  and 
out  among  its  heavier,  more-bulky-to-handle  contemporaries. 

Standard  56-inch  track — four-wheel  brakes — 35  miles  to  the 
gallon. 

SEE— DRIVE— BUY  THE  MORRIS 


Sales    Distributor 
ONTARIO  AND  QUEBEC 


J.  W.  PICKAVANT,  LTD. 

670-678   Bay    St.,  Toronto 


England's  Most  Popular  Car 
Morris  Motors  (1926)  Limited,  Cowley,  Oxford,  England 
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Don't  incite  him  to  crime! 

Guests  who  attain  social  eminence   never  trump  their 
partner's  ace  .  .  .  never  lead  from  an  ace-queen  .  .  . 
never  forget  to  cover  an  honor  with  an  honor.  .  .  . 

Juries  acquit  hosts  who,  in  righteous  indignation,  shoot  dumb 
bridge  players  dead.  .  .  .  Hostesses  don't  even  trouble  to  send 
flowers  to  the  funeral. 

If  your  bridge  game  is  poor-to-middling,  Vanity  Fair's  ex- 
pert articles  will  be  your  life  insurance.  ...  If  your  game  is 
good  you'll  enjoy  them  anyway.  .  .  .And  bridge  is  only  one 
of  many  features  in  Vanity  Fair. 


EVERY  ISSUE  CONTAINS 


Theatres:  Stursin  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
some  thing  to  come 
home  in. 


World      Affairs:      The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic,  intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 


Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  Current 
college  preferences. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 


Sports :  News  of  rac- 
quet  and  putter,  turf 
and  track.  By  those 
who  lead  the  field. 

Motor  Cars:  Speed, 
safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 


Movies:  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies — if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-h! 

Bridge:  The  c  Ii  i  1  1 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  All 
the  experts  writing. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  noto- 
rieties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  il .  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 


"Just  sign  the  coupon  NOW 


tind  send  a  dollar  bill  along  to  keep  it  company  / 


Special  Offer  I 

5  issues  of 
Vanity  Fair  $1 

Opeti   to  new  subscribers  only 
Single  copy  price  3Sc.  Regular  yearly  subscription  rate  $3.50 


Vanity   Fair — Graybar  Bldg.,  New    York  City 

To  avoid  the  social  blunder  of  being  shot,  I  enclose  >l 

for  thos:   five  months  of  Vanity   Fair.  Send  them  to  .  .  . 

Xante  


A  ddrcss. 
City 


State. 


WELL.  ILL  HAVE  TO  RUN  OVER  AND  SEE  HOW  MY  INVESTMENTS  ARE  COMING  ON. 
•ALRIGHT.     ILL  MEET  YOU  IN  WOOLWORTHS  AT  FIVE." 
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To  Any  Barber 


1^0,    just    a    haircut.       Nothing 

more. 
Yes,  I  suppose  my  scalp  is  dry. 
I  know.     You  told  me  that  before. 
(Remember.    Leave  the  sideburns 

high.) 

You  say  my  hair  is  falling  out 
Although    I    haven't    reached    my 

prime? 
Yes,    that    would    help    beyond    a 

doubt. 
But  honestly  I  haven't  time. 


My  pores  are  clogged?     (Some  off 

the  top.) 
I  never  could  make  them  behave. 
Some  lotion  on?    Well,  just  a  drop, 
But  never  mind  a  singe  or  shave. 

You  needn't  give  me  a  shampoo. 
(I   think  we're  going  to  get  some 

rain.) 
It's  really  awfully  kind  of  you, 
But  now  I've  got  to  catch  a  train. 

— Park.e  Cummings. 


High  Hat 

Uncle  Mose,  in  spite  of  his 
illiteracy,  had  built  up  quite  a 
competency  from  his  white-wash- 
ing and  calcimining  trade. 

During  the  course  of  some  busi- 
ness with  a  notary,  the  latter 
produced  a  document  saying, 
"please  sign  this  here." 

"Look  heah,  sir,"  Uncle  Mose 
said  with  offended  dignity,  "I 
doesn't  ever  sign  my  name,  suh. 
I's  a  business  man,  suh,  wid  no 
time  fer  sich  trifles.  I  always 
dictates  my  name,  suh!" 


FLINT  AXE:  "CAN  YOUR  NEW  STENOGRAPHER  TAKE  DICTATION  PRETTY  FAST?" 
STONE  HATCHET:  "ABOUT  TWO  WORDS  PER  HOUR." 
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A  N  Ontario  farmer  was    recently 
bitten     by     a     horse.        Al.     G. 
Barnes,   noted  circus   man,   was   re- 
cently bitten  by  a  zebra.     But  that  is 

a  horse  of  a  different  stripe. 

*        *        * 

AT  ITROHYDROCHLORICACID 
will  make  gold  disappear.     So 
will  imported  Scotch  whiskey. 


T  is  predicted  that  evening  dresses 
will  show  more  of  the    back — oh 

there  is  more. 

*        *        * 


yes 


CEX    appeal  has   become   a  joke, 
says   an   editorial  writer.      Say 
IT  with  a  smile. 

A   NORTHERN      Ontario      gold 
mine  reports  shortage  of  diggers. 
And   Broadway    reports     an     over- 
supply  of  chorus  girls.     Oh,  well — 

#        *        * 

A  LOS  ANGELES  moving  pic- 
ture company  is  said  to  have 
searched  for  six  weeks  for  a  girl  to 
play  an  exceedingly  haughty  prin- 
cess. Don  t  they  have  perfume 
counters  in  the 
Los  Angeles 
department 
stores? 


J^HE  Bell 
Telephone 
Company  an- 
nounce that  the 
change    to    dial 

phones  has 
pleased  practi- 
cally everyone. 
Golfers  are  par- 
ticularly de- 
lighted; it  gives 
them  a  chance 
to  keeP  their 
Vocabulary  in 
form  during  the 
winter  months. 
*        *        * 

J'HE  Ex- 
Kaiser  is 
pictured  in  a 
recent  despatch 
as  having  be- 
come "a  kindly 
and  gentle   old 


man."       Big     bad    Bill    is    Sweet 

William  now. 

*  *        * 

"UNEMPLOYMENT    bad    in 
the    United    States,"    says   a 
newspaper  headline.     It's  a  bit  un- 
pleasant anywhere,   isn't   it? 

*  *        * 

A  MAN    arrested    in  Barrie    was 

found  to  be  wearing  two  pairs 

of  trousers.      We    never    could  find 

any  comfort  in  those  two  pants  suits. 

*  *        * 

A  ST.    THOMAS  man   who  gave 

a  constable  a    black  eye  pleads 

mistaken  identity  as  an  excuse.     If 

a  man  hits  a  constable  by  mistake, 

that's  news. 

*  *        * 

A   MAN    recently    fainted     in     a 

Hamilton     Postoffice.        It      is 

understood   the    old   pen    nibs    were 

put  back  immediately. 

*  *        * 

DADIO    loud    speakers    are    now 
made    to    resemble    ships,    pic- 
tures   and    almost    everything  from 
vases   to   coal  scuttles.      No   method 


PUGILIST'S  SMALL  SON:  "KIN   I   QUIT  SCHOOL  NOW.  PAW?     I'VE  LEARNED  T  COUNT  TO  TEN." 


of  disguise,    however,    has   yet    been 
found    which    is    effective    with    the 

people  in  the  next  apartment. 

*  *        * 

£AN   FRANCISCO    has    a    con- 
tender for  Tunney's  crown  who 
is  a  butcher.     Many  of  his  customers 
maintain,    however,    that    he    should 

have  stuck  to  the  light  weight  division. 

*  *        * 

'T'HE  Newfoundland  Government 
is  said  to  be  about  to  send  a 
letter  to  Ottawa  outlining  the  condi- 
tions upon  which  they  will  join  the 
Dominion.  This  communication, 
writes  a  correspondent  signing  him- 
self "Fun-Lover,"  will  be  no  doubt 
known  as  "St.  Johns'  Epistle  to  the 

Canadians." 

*  ♦        # 

AUTHORITIES  on  correct  form 
in   letter  writing  are  to  hold  a 
national  conference  soon.  An  Emily 
Postal  convention,  obviously. 

UORTESQUE  Televox,  the  me- 
chanical man  just  exhibited 
does  everything  he  is  told  and 
asks  no  qucs- 
t  i  o  n  s.  Our 
statesmen  are 
looking  forward 
with  pleasure  to 
the  day  when 
Mr.  Televox  is 
old  enough  to 
vote. 

IF  the  talking 
dog  of  Bos- 
ton is  as  good 
as  reported,  she 
ought  to  be  care- 
ful. That  is  ab- 
solutely no  town 
in  which  to 
practice  free 
speech. 

"T1 H E  nation s 
doctor  bill  is 
tr emend o  u  s  . 
But  apples  are 
not  cheap  cither. 
What  to  do? 
What  to  do? 

—JOHN  CASLON. 
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TABC 


IS  first  name  is  Louis 
~^f   and  his  second  name 
is     Alexandre.  If 

there  are  any  aristo- 
, -^    crats  in  Canada   he 
is  and  he  is  premier 
of  Quebec. 

He  was  sixty-one  years  old  on 
the  fifth  of  March  and  is  still  a 
very  clever  man. 

He  was  born  in  Quebec  City  and 
went  to  school  at  the  Quebec 
seminary.  After  that  he  went 
through  Laval  but  that  isn't  the 
reason  why  Arthur  Meighen  is 
sending  his  son  there. 

He  is  supposed  to  be  much  more 
nervous  than  he  really  is. 

He  is  five  feet  nine  and  a  half 
inches  but  only  weighs  one  hun- 
dred and  forty  pounds  although 
he  eats  a  good  deal  and  has  given  up 
golf  because  it  takes  too  much  time. 
His  family  came  to  New  France 
two  centuries  ago  which  proves 
that  Canada  isn't  as  new  as  the 
Manitoba  Free  Press  seems  to  think. 
He  smokes  Turkish  cigarettes. 
The  first  legislature  of  Quebec 
had  a  Taschereau  in  it  and  since 
then  one  of  his  uncles  has  been  a 
Cardinal,  another  has  been  Sir 
Elzear  and  Chief  Justice  of  the 
country  and  his  father  was  a  judge 
of  the  Supreme  Court. 

There  is  a  Taschereau  now  assis- 
tant sergeant  at  arms  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  Louis  by  name.  He 
carries  the  mace  whenever  Colonel 
Bowie  admits  he  has  rheumatism. 
His  mother  was  Josephine  Caron, 
also  a  first  family. 

He  talks  English  in  jerks  which 
gives  him  time  to  think  even 
though  he  doesn't  need  it. 

He  has  always  been  socially 
distinguished  in  Quebec  but  has 
been  seen  in  the  Lower  Town  in 
an  automobile. 

He  was  out  of  Laval  and  a 
lawyer  by  the  time  he  was  twenty- 
two  and  soon  after  that  got  in  as 
an  alderman  of  Quebec. 

By  the  time  he  was  thirty-five 
he  was  internationally  famous  over 
the  Gaynor-Greene  extradition  and 
didn't  need  to  be  an  alderman  any 
more. 


He  went  to  Rome  in  1926 
and  saw  the  Pope. 

He  likes  being  a  lawyer  and 
would  rather  be  famous  as 
attorney-general  than  as 
premier. 

He    went    into    politics    in 

1900   and   has   been   member 

for  Montmorency  ever  since. 

In  any  province  but  Quebec 

he  would  be  a  Tory. 

He  is  an  expert  at  billiards 
but  doesn't  play  pool  very 
much. 

He  thinks  bridge  is  stupid. 
He    is    very    hot-tempered 
and  is  annoyed  by  red-caps, 
pullman  porters,  prohibition- 
ists and  Arthur  Meighen. 

He  likes  Mr.  Ernest  La- 
pointe  almost  as  well  as  he 
likes  Mr.  Meighen  and  Mac- 
kenzie King  not  quite  as  well. 

Another  of  his  favorites  is  not 
Mr.  Lucien  Cannon,  his  distin- 
guished legal  contemporary,  who 
helped  Sir  Lomer  Gouin  not  to  get 
the  senatorship  the  Ottawa  crowd 
gave  Laflamme. 

LIE  went  to  Toronto  in    1910  and 
showed  good  judgment  by  not 
going  again  until  1921. 

He  had  to  go  in  1921  because  he 
was  premier  and  the  University  of 
Toronto  gave  him  an  LL.D. 

Laval  gave  him  an   LL.D.   too, 

but  that  was  thirteen  years  earlier. 

He  is  courteous,  witty,  vivacious 

and    very   generous  as  long   as   he 

has  his  own  way. 

He  lives  in  Quebec  in  a  house  on 
Grand  Allee  but  is  not  very  far 
from  St.  James  Street. 

Heworks  very  hardand  has  a  rule 
about  never  being  away   from   his 
office  for  more  than  a  week  at  a  time. 
He  has  grey  eyes  but  his  mous- 
tache is  French. 

He  works  five  nights  a  week. 
When  he  goes  out  to  dinner  he 
leaves  at  ten  o'clock  and  goes  back 
to  the  office. 

He  once  had  $1,200  stolen  out 
of  his  pants  pocket  when  he  was 
sleeping  in  a  Montreal  hotel. 

He  was  going  to  be  just  an 
interim  premier  when  Gouin  quit; 
that  is  seven  years  ago. 


He  used  to  do  a  lot  in  the 
Miniature  Rifle  Club  in  Quebec. 
His  favorite  sport  is  fly  fishing 
and  he  is  good  at  it.  He  once  got 
twenty-eight  salmon  in  a  day  on 
the  Moisie. 

He  has  three  sons  and  two  of 
them  in  law. 

He  thinks  Quebec  is  perfect  in 
liquor  system,  large  families  and 
the  Montreal  Light  and  Power 
Company. 

He  is  a  better  imperialist  than 
Mr.  H.  C.  Hocken,  but  not  as  good 
an  Orangeman. 

He  has  a  hunting  lodge  at  St. 
Joachim  and  used  to  have  Byng 
there  for  duck  shooting. 

He  is  a  strong  supporter  of 
Bonne  Entente  and  discourages 
racial  or  religious  discord  except 
when  there  is  an  election. 

He  always  has  something  to  eat 
before  he  goes  to  bed. 

He  will  be  glad  when  the  St. 
Lawrence  waterway  is  settled  be- 
cause he  knows  the  boys  are 
counting  on  him. 

He  fought  conscription  but  has 
found  it  quite  useful  since. 

He  thinks  there  are  still  Indians 
out  west  and  likes  R.  B.  Bennett 
very  much. 

He  is  charming  to  talk  to  and 
remembers  his  friends.  And  his 
enemies.  — r.t.l. 
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The    Fight    Announcer 

Broadcasts  a  Radio 

Bridge   Game 

"G00D  evenin2-  folks- 

Now  get    out     your 
bridge   tables  and  prepare 
for  our  weekly  radio  bridge 
direct  from  the  ringside  at 
the  Thirty  Tables  Bridge 
Stadium.     Kid  Woolfus  is 
North.     Battling  Spivis  is 
South.      Kid   Hominger  is 
East  and  that  terror  of  the 
bridge  tables,  Kid  Battling 
Kirk,    is    West.       BANG! 
There  goes  the  bell! 
"North    plays    three 
spades  and  South  retaliates 
with  a  fast  three  no  trump 
to     West's     chin.         West 
blocks  the  play  and  coun- 
ters   with    a    snappy    four 
diamond   hand   that  sends 
both  North  and  South  to  the  ropes. 
East    spars    around,    stalling    for 
time,  and  suddenly  lets  loose  with 
a  TER-RIF-IC   four    heart    hand 
and  follows  up  in  quick  succession 
with     two     honors     to     the     jaw. 
The  crowd  goes  crazy  and  yells  for 
East  to  finish.     North  lands  with  a 
king  of  spades  and  follows  up  with 
a  jack  of  clubs,   but   East   comes 
back  with  a  TER-RIF-IC  ace  of 
diamonds.      South,   who   has   been 
measuring  his  men,  lets  fly  with  the 


"OH.  NO.  THANK 
YOU  —  WE-RE  JUST 
LOOKING." 


thirteenth        trump, 
winr  ing  easily  as  the 


lug  ^at 


bell  sounds,  ending 
the  first  rubber.  Now 
the  men  are  in  their 
corners  with  their 
kibitzers  giving  them 
advice. 

"BANG!  There  goes  the  bell 
for  the  second  rubber.  North 
again  takes  the  lead  with  a  three 
club  bid  and  South  is  about  to 
counter  with  three  diamonds.  East 
plays  a  five  .  .  .  wait  a  minute! 
The  referee's  in  the  ring.  Some- 
thing has  happened.  Oh,  what  a 
noise.  The  crowd  is  going  crazy. 
.  .  .  THE  REFEREE  HAS  DIS- 
QUALIFIED  NORTH  FOR 
CONCEALING  TWO  ACES 
^ND  A  KING  UP  HIS  SLEEVE! 
The  fans  are  walking  out  in  dis- 
gust and  the  contest  is  declared 
off!  Well,  I  guess  that's  all. 
Stand  by  for  the  local  announcer. 
Good  night,  everybody!'' 

ARTHUR    L.    LIPPMANN. 


I  Was  not  Present 

Mrs.  Frank  Newberry  entertained 
friends  Thursday  afternoon  with  a 
delightful  Louse  Party  at  her  home 
on  Jefferson  Road. 

Those  present  were   the  Mesdames 
— Bellefontaine  (Ohio)  Examiner. 
*        *        * 

Marshal  Lat;haw  is  enforcing  the 
ordinance  against  chickens  running  at 
large  and  riding  bicycles  on  the  side- 
walks. 

— Omak  (Wash.)  News. 


How  Was  I  to  Know 

l-IOW     was     I      to     know, 

Since  nobody  told  me 
That  such  a  thin  thread 
Could  bind  me  and  hold  me. 

Nobody  said, 
"Steady,  boy,  take  care, 
Never  take  a  lass  that  has 
Long  black  hair." 

Winding  hair  about  a  heart 
Never  seemed  like  sinning; 
A  heart's  shape's  very  like  a  top — 
You  have  set  it  spinning. 

STEPHEN    MOON. 

*  *  * 

Not  So  Good,  Eddie 

For  many  years  young  Eddie  Rose 
Was     rated     a     top     notcher; 

Then    his   stenog    wore   clocks   on 
hose, 
Now  Eddie's  a  clock  watcher. 

— R.  D.  L. 

*      *      * 

Qualification 

Applicant:  "I  want  to  apply  for 
the  job  of  bouncer." 

Restaurant  Owner:  "What 
makes  you  think  you  can  bounce?" 

Applicant:  "I  was  rubber  in  a 
Turkish  bath." 


GgEBQ.Dia 


CRISIS  IN  HIGH  LIFE 

Society  leader  develops  common  cold. 


10 


GgBCDfifl 


'BEEP   BEEP" 
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11 


pctage  canadien 


Incident 


H 


^^^^ 


•efy  T  happened  on  a  cold 
Sunday  morning.  It 
was  two  o'clock  on 
Yonge  Street,  at 
which  time  and  place 
silence  and  emptiness 
only  to  be  rivalled  by  that  in  the 
Valley  of  the  Kings  settles  down. 
We  watched  with  pity  and  amuse- 
ment the  efforts  of  a  late  reveller 
to  light  his  cigarette.  He  had 
apparently  only  a  few  safety 
matches  left,  and  no  box  to  scratch 
them  on,  for  as  he  tacked  from 
lamp  post  to  lamp  post  and 
scratched  in  vain,  his  chagrin  rose. 
Down  the  street  a  late  cruising 
taxi  appeared.  As  it  approached, 
the  celebrant  of  an  alcoholiday 
had  an  inspiration.  He  hailed  the 
cab  which  drew  alongside,  then 
with  slow  deliberation  he  scratched 
a  safety  match  on  the  glass  of  the 
car.  Success!  "Thanks,"  he  said, 
and  toddled  off,  puffing  con- 
tentedly. 

Just  a  Young  Fellow  Trying 
to  Get  Ahead! 

IN  the  city  of  Montreal  it 
happens  that  there  are  an 
advertising  agency  and  a  stock 
brokerage  firm  whose  names,  when 
pronounced  hurriedly,  sound  re- 
markably alike.  And,  further,  it 
so  happens  that  each  organization 
has  working  for  it  a  man  by  the 
name  of  Brown. 

Mr.  Brown  of  the  brokerage 
house  is  a  trader  and  customers' 
man  with  an  imposing  list  of 
clients.  Mr.  Brown  of  the  adver- 
tising agency  is  a  very  junior 
account    executive    whose    job     it 


is  to  attend  to  the  de- 
tails of  his  senior's  work 
and  take  the  blame 
when  anything  goes 
wrong. 

At  the  time  of  the 
occurrence  herein  to  be 
recorded,  young  Mr. 
Brown  had  been  with 
the  advertising  agency 
about  two  months  and 
during  that  time  he  had  probably 
been  told  5,000  times  that  his  first 
duties  were:  to  be  polite  to  the 
agency's  clients,  to  strive  to  please 
them  in  all  ways  possible  and  to 
comply  with  their  requests  cheer- 
fully and  at  once. 

Then  one  morning  he  was  called 
to  the  phone  by  the  switchboard 
girl  of  the  Dominion  Widget 
Corporation,  one  of  the  agency's 
chief  clients.  Brown  held  the  line 
a  moment  and  was  presently 
flattered  to  learn  that  he  was 
talking  to  W.  G.  Whoojus,  whom 
he  knew  to  be  Vice-President  and 
Advertising  Manager  of  the  Widget 
Company. 

"What's  Abitibi  selling  for  this 
morning?"  asked  Mr.  Whoojus, 
rather  surprisingly. 

Young  Mr.  Brown  gulped  slight- 
ly, ran  his  fingers  through  his  hair 
and  then  met  the  situation  squarely. 

"I  don't  know,  Mr.  Whoojus," 
he  said,  "but  I'll  find  out  and  call 
you  right  back." 

"Oh,  all  right,"  replied  Mr. 
Whoojus,  seemingly  rather  dis- 
gruntled. 

Mr.  Brown,  without  hat  or  coat, 
raced  around  the  corner  to  a 
nearby  broker's,  jotted  down  the 
latest  quotations  on  Abitibi  and 
ran  back  to  the  phone. 

"It's  selling  at  76  this  morning, 
Sir,"  he  panted  as  soon  as  he  had 
Mr.  Whoojus  on  the  line. 

"Good!"  replied  Mr.  Whoojus. 
"Buy  me  eighty  shares!"  .  .  . 
And  hung  up! 

What  to  do? 

Did  this  really  come  within  the 
scope  of  the  duties  of  an  advertis- 
ing    man?       Young     Mr.     Brown 


wasn't  quite  sure,  but  he  had 
started  out  to  please  a  client,  and 
he  certainly  wasn't  going  to  stop 
now.  Five  minutes  later  the 
agency's  treasurer  was  absolutely 
astounded  at  being  asked  to  sign 
a  cheque  with  which  to  buy  Mr. 
Whoojus  some  nice  shares  of 
Abitibi! 

Additions  for  a  Canadian 
Credo 

"THAT  an  hour  of  sleep  before 
midnight  is  worth  two  hours 
after. 

That  any  married  couple  under 
fifty  at  Niagara  Falls  is  on  their 
wedding  trip. 

That  red-headed  girls  are  more 
dangerous  than  blondes  or  brun- 
ettes. 

That  gentlemen  prefer  blondes. 

That  Canada  is  a  nation  and 
that  the  Canadian  Navy  is  large 
enough. 

That  a  coloured  person,  no 
matter  how  highly  educated,  will 
never  pass  a  graveyard  at  night. 

That  if  you  breathe  in  a  girl's 
ear  while  dancing,  she  will  im- 
mediately want  to  pet. 

That  dancing  oxfords  are  the 
only  articles  of  footwear  which  it 
is  perfectly  permissible  to  wear 
after  they  are  falling  to  pieces. 

That  if  you  know  and  talk  to  the 
orchestra  leader  at  a  dance,  it  is  a 
great  sign  of  distinction. 

That  seizing  the  leader's  baton 
and  directing  the  orchestra  is  a 
very  sublimated  form  of  clowning. 

That  two  girls  wearing  red 
dresses  the  same  evening  would 
rather  die  than  be  seen  talking 
together. 

That  you  never  really  feel  at 
home  in  an  apartment. 

That  colds  caught  in  the  summer 
are  the  hardest  to  get  rid  cf. 

That  all  people  in  Oshawa  are 
Conservatives. 

That  the  new  Ford  will  out- 
perform any  car  made. 

That  a  Lieutenant-Governor  is  a 
bit  of  a  blue-blood. 
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That  Sir  Henry  Pellatt  is  broke. 

That  all  mining  brokers  have 
made  so  much  money  in  the  last 
few  months  that  they  don't  know 
what  to  do  with  it  all. 

That  postmen  celebrate  Sun- 
days and  holidays  by  going  for  a 
nice  long  walk. 

That  if  a  young  couple  elope  it 
is  a  disgraceful  thing. 

That  a  good  architect  builds 
homes,  not  houses. 

That  a  tile  bathroom  is  a  sign  of 
great  domestic  architecture. 

That  a  woman  looking  over  a 
new  house  will  immediately  rush 
to  examine  the  cupboard  space. 

That  being  satisfied  on  this 
point  she  will  disregard  everything 
else. 


That  an  artist  of  the  modernistic 
school  could  not  depict  a  recog- 
nizable object  if  he  wanted  to. 

That  all  hangmen  are  lugubrious 
souls  who  go  through  life  with 
never  a  smile,  haunted  by  dreadful 
apparitions. 

That  Premier  Ferguson  could 
have  been  leader  of  the  Conserva- 
tive Party  had  he  wanted  to. 

That  if  you  take  a  cold  bath 
before  breakfast  you  will  feel  fine 
for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

That  if  you  take  a  cold  bath 
before  breakfast  you  will  be  over- 
come by  lassitude  at  eleven  o'clock. 

That  all  firemen  are  good  knit- 
ters. 

That  oysters  are  a  great  incen- 
tive to  amatory  enthusiasm. 

That  Hamilton  is  an  ambitious 


That  there  is  a  sea  serpent  in  the 
Okanagan  Valley. 

That  people  from  Australia  talk 
with  a  nasty  twang. 

That  the  Governor-General  of 
Canada  should  be  a  Canadian. 

That  the  people  of  the  United 
States  will  walk  a  mile  for  a  Camel. 

Publicity 

THE  latest  wrinkle  in    the  Bar- 

num  tradition  is   the  device  of 

a     publicity     agent     to     whom     a 


I  (VJ  V    IS    IfiLf 

Fl  SH 


restaurant  proprietor  appealed  for 
ideas.  It  seems  that  rival  concerns 
had  been  cutting  in  on  the  business 
a  bit  lately,  and  the  manager  of  the 
beef  steak  emporium  was  at  his  wits' 
end.  The  publicity  man  suggested 
that  the  proprietor  secure  the 
largest  goldfish  bowl  procurable. 
When  this  was  done  he  directed 
that  it  be  filled  with  water  and 
placed  prominently  in  the  window. 
The  publicity  agent  went  away. 
Half-an-hour  later  he  came  back 
with  a  little  sign  which  he  placed 
underneath  the  bowl.  The  sign 
read  "Invisible  Fish  from  the 
Argentine."  The  crowd  that  col- 
lected blocked  the  sidewalks  for 
the  rest  of  the  week.  One  skeptic 
was  observed  examining  the  bowl 
carefully  with  a  magnifying  glass. 
The  checks  that  week  were  not 
printed  in  invisible  ink. 

Just  Pishy 

pROM  a  friend  who  proudly 
claims  his  mother  heard  this 
little  anecdote  in  the  making,  we 
learn  that  an  ample  coloured  lady 
in  Chatham  leaned  from  a  window 
one  day  and  loudly  called,  "Pishy, 
whah  is  you?"  Pishy,  who  turned 
out  to  be  a  little  girl  of  seven  or 
eight  years,  at  length  responded. 
"Pishy,"  admonished  her  mother, 
"you  all  know  you  shoulden  play 
so  fah  off,  come  in  hyah."  The 
name  was  all  too  much  for  the 
lady  who  heard  the  dialogue  and 
she  politely  asked  the  coloured 
woman  how  her  little  girl's  name 
was  spelled.  "Lawd,  Ah  doan 
know,"  she  replied,  "but  Ah  got  it 
out  of  a  book — you  c'n  see  it." 
Thus  invited  in,  the  lady  was 
shown  a  frayed  anthology  of  verse 
in  which  a  certain  poem  was 
marked  by  a  strip  of  cloth  placed 
between  the  pages.  The  coloured 
lady  indicated  the  inspiration  for 
her  daughter's  name  with  a  fat 
thumb.     It  was  Psyche. 

Art  Note 

IT  seems  to  us  that   the   painters 

of  fences  and  gilders  of  flagpole 
tops  have  been  suffering  under  an 
unjust  stigma  for  long  enough. 

"My  friend  Palette  Brush  is  a 
great  artist,"  says  the  first  comedi- 
an. "He  is  now  doing  a  picture 
for  the  Academy." 
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"Ha,     ha!" 


says 


the 


seconc 


comedian,  just  before  we  walk  out, 
"Maybe  he'd  like  to  paint  our 
barn!" 

It's  not  fair.  We  don't  know 
about  barns,  but  a  certain  amount 
of  experience  leads  us  to  believe 
that  painting  walls  and  such  is  an 
art  not  to  be  treated  too  lightly. 
If  Tom  Sawyer  had  possessed  the 
true  artistic  soul  he  would  never 
have  been  so  darn  clever  in  delegat- 
ing his  fence-painting.  The  ur- 
chins who  for  years  have  been 
regarded  by  readers  of  Mark 
Twain  as  dupes,  really  got  their 
apples'  worth,  or  whatever  it  was 
they  forfeited  for  the  ecstasy  of 
slapping  on  whitewash  with  a  big 
broad  brush. 

Artists  themselves  should  know, 
but  just  drop  in  on  one  who  is 
decorating  a  studio  and  offer  to 
lend  a  hand,  and  see  what  happens. 
We  stand  in  awfully  well  with 
artists.  We  possess  just  that 
knack  of  maintaining  a  respectful 
silence  on  being  shown  the  latest 
creation.  Sometimes  a  stifled  sigh 
or  a  little  obvious  tightening  of  the 
throat  muscles  will  do  as  well,  but 


whatever  you  do  never  say  "Won- 
derful!" "Exquisite!"  or  anything 
like  that.  If  you  must  talk,  we 
have  found  "Mmm,  nice  feeling" 
is  probably  as  innocuous  a  phrase 
as  any.  The  best  rule  of  thumb, 
however,  is  to  approximate  an 
expression  like  that  of  John  Gilbert 
as  he  and  Greta  Garbo  fade  into 
the  final  clinch.  It  is  a  faculty 
such  as  this  (well,  Lon  Chaney, 
anyway)  that  endears  us  to  artists. 
The  one  the  other  day  was  so 
taken  with  our  appreciation  that 
he  allowed  us  to  dab  a  little  paint 
on  the  baseboards  of  the  temple  of 
beauty  in  which  he  turns  out 
window  displays  and  magazine 
covers. 

Let  no  one  get  away  with  the 
idea  that  such  a  lowly  task  need 
be  done  without  imagination. 
Black  paint  has  a  habit  of  creeping 
off  the  border  into  a  gray  wall 
and  forming  the  outline  of  sym- 
bolic mountains;  dark,  dismal  hills, 
illustrations  for  a  tale  of  cadaver- 
ous mystery,  just  the  sort  of  thing 
you  would  expect  an  artist  to  like. 
But  if  you  think  artists  like  dark, 
dismal  hills  creeping  up  over  their 
floor  boards,  you're  mistaken. 
Painting  window  frames  was  not 
much  better.  Little  rivulets  which 
might  depict  something  snappy 
and  modern,  like  the  lovelife  of  a 
tadpole,  have  a  habit  of  appearing 
on  the  glass. 

Even  artists  don't  like  tadpoles 
on  their  window  panes.  Sometimes 
the  tadpoles  would  develop  sur- 
prisingly into  frogs.  This  made  the 
artist  croak  even  more. 

We  have  decided  that  our  forte 
is  in  the  wider  impressionistic 
field.  If  there  is  any  one  who  has  a 
nice  big  barn  or  bedroom  that  they 
would  like  to  have  painted  in  nice 
modernistic  splashes  and  dashes 
we  are  open  to  offers. 

Wild  Life 

IF  New  York  night  life  is 
appreciated  by  the  occasional 
transient  Canadian,"  writes 
"Dink"  Carroll,  "the  odd  New 
Yorker  has  been  equally  charmed 
by  life  after  dark  in  at  least  one  of 
our  Canadian  cities.  Recently,  a 
member  of  that  illustrious  corpora- 
tion,   the    Canadian    Pacific,    was 


asked  to  address  a  select  gathering 
in  the  Union  Club,  New  York  City. 
His  audience  was  composed  chiefly 
of  well-known  sportsmen,  men 
whose  incomes  permit  them  to  take 
their  polo,  their  racing,  and  their 
hunting  and  fishing  seriously. 
Some  of  the  names  are  common- 
places in  international  sport-social 
circles. 

Said  Canadian  knows  his  Can- 
ada. He  has  hunted  the  lordly 
moose  in  New  Brunswick,  angled 
for  bass  in  the  French  River, 
chased  mountain  goat  in  the 
Rockies.  He  was  eager  to  tell  this 
stiff-bosomed  crowd  just  what- 
was-what  north  of  the  border.  A 
little  awed  by  their  magnificence, 
he  was  on  hand  early,  though  it 
was  9.30  p.m.  before  the  last 
fashionable  diner  out  had  settled 
in  his  chair.  A  little  diffidently,  he 
began: 

"Gentlemen,  I've  come  down 
from  Montreal  to  tell  you  a  little 
about  'Wild  Life  in  Canada'." 
At  this  juncture,  while  he  paused 
to  clear  his  throat  and  get  squared 
away  at  his  subject,  a  raucous 
voice  interpolated: 

"Yuh  can't  tell  me  nothin'.  I 
spent  a  week  at  that  Mount  Royal 
Hotel  last  fall." 

—JOSEPH  EASTON  McDOUGALL. 


Prizes  Awarded 


HE  Pillgc  p  Courier — "Fearless 
for  Pillgap  County  and  That 
Part  of  Cow-Lick  County  West  of 
Mud    Creek" — is    pleased    to    an- 
nounce that  the  prizes  in  its  recent 
contest  have  been  awarded.    When 
it  became  apparent  that  what  to 
do  with   the  worn-out  automobile 
wes  becoming  the  great  social  and 
ethical    menace    of 
the  time  and  some 
cock-eyed    son    of 
Satan     in     human 
form    left    the    re- 
mains   of    a     1 902 
chicken-killer      i  n 
'ye  editor's'  flower 
bed,     the    Courier 
sprang    to    the  re- 
lief   of    staggering 
humanity,     totter- 
ing      under        the 
thought    that 
6,000,000       (six 
million)        cast-off 
motor    cars,    more 
or    less,    must    be 
disposed   of   annu- 
ally    from     hence- 
forth    to     thither, 
and  offered    prizes 
of  $5  (five  dollars) 


have  won  the  first  prize,  but  the 
judges  in  the  contest  have  awarded 
the  first  prize  of  $5  to  our  fellow- 
citizen,  Orrin  P.  Julks,  of  Pillgap, 
proprietor  of  the  Pillgap  Palace 
Lunch  Wagon.  Mr.  Julks'  solu- 
tion is  one  that  shows  he  is  a 
genius  of  the  first  grade. 

"What  you  want  to  do,"  Mr. 
Julks  wrote,  "is  to  run  all  the  worn- 
out  automobiles  through  a  stamp- 
ing machine  and  stamp  them  into 
nice  new  safety-razor  blades,  and 
sell  them.  Then  when  the  safety- 
razor  blades  get  dull  and  rusty  you 
want  to  run  them  through  a  weld- 
ing machine  and  weld  them  into 
nice  new  automobiles  and  sell 
them." 

ELLIS  PARKER  BUTLER. 

*  *  * 

Tribute 

An  old  Irish  priest  made  a  speech 
in  his  church,  thanking  his  con- 
gregation for  their  kind  offerings 
and  he  said:  "The  one  thing  that 
touched  me  most  was  when  little 
Maggie  Riley  walked  up  the  aisle 
and  laid  an  egg  on  the  altar." 

*  *       * 


BUSINESS  MAN  IN  HEAVEN:  "IT'S  NOT  THAT  I  MIND 
THE  HARP  PLAYING.  V  UNDERSTAND.  IT'S  JUST 
THAT  I  CAN'T  SEE  ANY  FUTURE  IN   IT." 


A  Note  for  My  Last  Testament 

and  $3  (three  dol-     "IXf  HEN  I  am  dead,  I  would  not 
lars)   for   the    best  He  in  state 


A  Nice  Poem  About  My  Radio 

j^DKA  in  Western  Penn., 

El  Paso,  Tex.,  or  Kansas  C, 
CFCA,  CKCL. 
Pooh!  Pooh!  They're  all  alike  to  me. 

The  roaring  Loop,  the  Great  White 
Way, 
The  sacred   home  of  beans  and 
cod: 
I  find  them  (Take  my  word,  I  pray) 
Alike  as  peas  within  a  pod. 

October,  January,  June, 
Natchez,  Nevada,  Joliet — 

It's  all  the  same.    (For  I  can't  tune 
In  anything  on  this  d — set!) 

PARKE  CUMMINGS. 

*  *  * 

A  Sure  Sign 

Whiz:    "That  isn't  a  police  dog." 
Bang:    "He  is;  he  hangs  around 
the  cook  all  the  time." 


solutions     of      the 
serious  problem. 

In  utterly  fearless  words  the 
Courier  announced  last  Friday, 
viz.:  "For  the  best  solution  of  the 
problem,  'What  shall  we  do  with 
the  country's  millions  of  worn-out 
autombiles?'  the  Courier  will  give 
a  cash  prize  of  $5;  for  the  second 
best  solution  to  the  problem  a  cash 
prize  of  $3  will  be  given.  We  mean 
business!" 

The  Courier  is  now  pleased  to 
announce  that  Henry  J.  Goffick, 
of  Goffick  Corners,  has  been  award- 
ed the  second  prize  of  $3  for  the 
following  solution:  "Rip  off  roofs 
of  cars,  park  one  car  under  every 
bathroom  window  in  Canada,  use 
cars  as  receptacles  into  which  to 
throw  used  safety-razor  blades." 

If  Mr.  Goffick  had  included  in 
his  solution  a  satisfactory  method 
of  disposing  of  the  cars  after  they 
were  full  of  razor  blades,  he  would 


In  some  fine  grave  with  mounds  of 

earth  to  bind  me, 
And  labelled  so   that  anyone  can 

find  me. 
When     I     am    dead,    contrive,    O 

gracious  Fate, 
That   I   be  mixed  with   the  weeds 

outside  the  door 
Of  a  certain  person  I've  no  liking 

for. 

I'll  grow  into  tall  briers  to  scratch 

his  face, 
I'll  make  a  tangled  pathway  for  his 

feet; 
And  all  the  world  will  be  a  pleasant 

place, 
And   death    be   sweet   as   life   was 

never  sweet. 
One  time  I  walked  a  short  space  at 

his  side; 
I   want  him  to  be  sorry  that  I've 

died. 

HELENE  MULLINS. 
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Information  Straight 


CHE  was  young,  with  a  pointed, 
elfin  sort  of  face.  And  so  anxi- 
ous. With  each  slam  of  the  tearoom 
door  she  would  raise  her  cane  id 
blue  eyes,  only  to  sink  back  in  dis- 
appointment. 

At  last  he  came. 

Quite  late,  only  casually  apolo- 
getic. I  knew,  from  the  way  he 
stood,  that  women  had  told  him 
that  his  profile  was  like  Ramon 
Novarro's.  But  his  tie  was  bad,  and 
he  wore  a 
diamond  on  his 
little  finger. 

"Hello 
there,"  she 
said,  an  excit- 
ed little  flutter 
in  her  voice. 

Lo.    Been 
waitin'    long?" 

"No  —  just 
got  here  this 
minute.  How's 
everything?" 

"Oh,  all 
right.  Need 
some  sleep , 
that's  all." 

Gee,  you 
don't  look  it. 
You  always 
look  good,  Ed- 
die." 

"You  order- 
ed yet?  All 
right,  let's  go 
— c  o  n  s  o  m  m  e 
or  tomato?" 

They  order- 
ed. Eddie  gave  his  first,  then 
nodded  his  slick  black  head  across 
the  table  and  said,  "O.K.  for  you?" 
Yes,  '  she  invariably  answered. 
"That's  fine  for  me,  Ed." 

"What  was  it  you  wanted  to  ask 
me  about?"  he  demanded  at  length, 
wiping  his  mouth.  She  drew  a  long 
breath  and  played  with  a  piece  of 
bread  before  her. 

"Why — why,  I  just  wanted  to 
ask  you,  Eddie,  about  how  a  man 
might  feel,  you  know,  about  want- 
ing a  girl's  picture.  I  thought — 
you  being  a  man,  and  all  that — I 
thought  I'd  ask  you." 

"Sure,"  Eddie  barked  a  short 
amused      laugh      at      the     ceiling. 


"What  about  it?" 

She  hesitated,  then  finally  reach- 
ed under  her  black  coat  and  drew 
out  two  cheap  cabinet  photographs. 
Her  cheeks  were  bright  red  as  she 
fumbled  with  the  string. 

"I'd  like  to  know  —  to  have  your 
advice — on  which  one  of  these  a 
man  would  like  best,  if  he  wanted 
one  at  all." 

"Gees,"  said  Eddie  querulously, 
"how  do  I  know?    Don't  you  know 


him  well  enough  to  ask  him?" 

"I  —  I  don't  know,"  a  nervous 
little  laugh,  "whether  I  do  or  not. 
I  just  thought  I'd  ask  you — you 
being  a  man  and  all — which  one 
you'd  pick  out,  if  you  wanted  one 
for  a  birthday  or  something." 

"Let's  see  em,"  grunted  Eddie. 
He  blew  out  a  great  cloud  of 
cigarette  smoke  and  regarded  the 
knees  across  the  room  with  swift, 
expert  appraisal.  She  handed  them 
over. 

They  were — I  could  see — the 
most  banal  and  wooden  examples  of 
the  art.  A  frozen  smile,  one  hand 
laid  against  the  cheek,  hair  frizzed 
— that    sort    of    thing.         Yet    so 


anxious,  so  pitifully  anxious.  She 
gulped  at  her  glass  of  water  as 
Eddie  squinted  carelessly  through 
his  smoke.  "God,  I  dunno,"  he 
said,  his  indifferent  dark  eyes 
flickering  from  one  to  the  other. 
"You  look  scared  green — which 
one  you  like  yourself?  Gees,  I'm 
tired." 

He  laid  them  down,  ran  a  hand 
over  his  patent-leather  hair.  The 
girl  picked  them  up  dully.  She 
looked  at  them  as  though  she  did 
not  see  them  at  all. 

"I  don't 
k  n  o  w,"  she 
said  with  a  fine 
carelessness. 
Eddie,  facing 
her,  could  not 
have  seen  her 
lip  quiver, 
even  had  he 
looked.  "I 
guess  they're 
not  so  hot, 
either  of  them. 
I  guess  he 
wouldn't 
want  them 
anyway." 

''Maybe 
not,"  agreed 
Eddie.  "Pic- 
tures just  get 
to  hanging 
'round,  and 
then  you  chuck 
em  out.  A 
fella  wants  a 
girl  around,  in 
person,  see?" 

"I   guess  so, 

Eddie.    I  guess 

maybe  you're  right.    Well,  I  got  to 

get  back  to  the  office.     The  boss's 

riding  me  hard  to-day." 

"No    dessert?" 

She  stood  up,  pulling  the  tight 
little  coat  about  her.  Shook  her 
head,  and  the  blue  eyes  were  very 
bright  in  the  small,  pointed  face. 

"Don't  dare  to  wait,  Ed. 
Thanks  for  comin'." 

"Sure,     that's    all    right, 
time.     See  you  soon." 

He  inclined  his  shining 
over  the  little  dish  of  jello. 
when  he  got  up  to  leave,  later  on, 
he  was  unaware  that  two  cabinet 
photographs  were  leaning  against 

the  wall  under  the  table. 

—STANLEY  JONES. 
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KHE  gold-fish,  wet,  aquatic  pet, 
I  dub  an  idiotic  pet; 
^  This  flashing,  finny 

Chap's  a  ninny, 

Cute  but  always  mute. 
However  inspirational, 
He's  never  conversational — - 
He  cannot  talk,  he  cannot  squawk. 

He  cannot  even  hoot. 
No  paean  can  I  limn  about 
The  lout,  content  to  swim  about; 
Beyond  a  doubt  with  him  about 

I'd  rarely  seize  my  lute. 
The  pet  I  want  must  croon  to  me 
Or  sing  a  blithesome  tune  to  me — 
Well,  in  a  word,  a  merry  bird, 
Canary  bird  will  suit. 

The  Pekinese  or  poodle  dog, 
The  Boston  Yankee-doodle  dog 
Or  just  a  plain  kayoodle  dog 

'Kj  Is  not  the  pet  for  me. 
Though  I,  for  one,  abhor  a  cat, 
For  some  a  kitten  or  a  cat, 

A  back-fence  or  Angora  cat 

Is  spendid  company. 


Household  Pets 

But,  ah,  my  gay  canary  bird, 
My  singing,  skipping,  scary  bird, 
My  cheeping  bird,  my  peeping  bird, 

My   thrilling,   trilling  friend-^ 
Your  song  has  sheer  delight  in  it, 
And  everything's  all  right  in  it, 
A  quality  of  jollity 

That  makes  the  soul  ascend. 
Though  pussie  has  a  purr  in  him, 
And  Fido  "woof!"  or  "grrr!"  in  him, 
My  bird  has,  I  aver,  in  him 

A  charming  chansonnette. 

I  do  not  want  a  tutored  flea, 

A  parrot  or  a  chimpanzee, 

I  merely  want  a  dickie  bird,  the  gayest  I  can  get; 

A  mite  of  warbling  fluffiness, 

A  ball  of  fuzzy  puffiness, 

A  bit  of  gold  in  bird  form  rolled, 

A  miniature  soubrette, 
A  chipper,  chirping,  mellow  bird, 
A  fragile,  agile,  yellow  bird, 
A  feathered  sage  in  gilded  cage 

To  be  my  household  pet! 


Not  So  Dumb 

A  group  of  visitors  were 
being  conducted  through 
the  State  hospital  for  the 
insane.  They  stopped  where 
a  number  of  inmates  were 
employed  in  the  construc- 
tion of  a  new  building. 
About  twenty  of  the  "nuts" 
were  chauffeuring  wheel- 
barrows. As  they  filed  past 
the  visitors  it  was  seen  that 
all  but  one  of  them  had  his 
barrow  loaded  with  bricks. 
This  particular  one  had  his 
barrow  up-side-down.  The 
visitors  paid  little  heed  to 
this  until  they  noticed  that 
his  wheelbarrow  was  up- 
side-down every  time  he 
made  a  trip.  Then  one  of 
them  asked: 

"My  good  man  why  don't 
you  turn  your  barrow  right 
side  up?" 

"Right  side,  hell,"  said 
the  "nut,"  "If  I  do  they'll 
put  bricks  in  it." 

JAMES  FLANAGAN. 

*  *  * 

A  devoted  son  is  one  who 
permits  his  father  to  drive 
his  own  car  once  in  a  while. 


Goblin  Contributors 


CONSTANTIN  ALADJALOV 
pIGURES  he  spurns;  his  pencil  traces 

Goof y  forms  and  gizzly  faces, 
But,  tho'  he  crave  exotic  ncck_s. 
He  likes  plain  figures  on  his  cheques. 


— ARTHUR    L.    LIPPMAN. 

When  Wishes  Are  Horses 

The  after-dinner  speaker 
scheduled  to  make  a  fifteen- 
minute  speech  will  talk  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

No  girl  will  write  "Ha-ha" 
or  "And  how!"  after  every 
second  sentence  in  a  letter. 

Popular  songs  will  be 
popular  for  more  than  two 
weeks. 

The  $3.30  theatre  seats 
will  cost  no  more  than 
$9.90. 

The  hotel  room  with 
plenty  of  ventilation  and 
splendid  view  will  have 
more  than  one  window, 
which  will  not  open  on  the 
rear  wall  of  the  Amalga- 
mated Wiener  Works. 

The  promised  raise  in 
salary  will  be  forthcoming 
never  more  than  eight 
months  late. 

You  will  be  able  to  under- 
stand at  least  twenty  words 
of  the  prima  donna's  single 
English  song. 

College  boys  will  shuffle 
cards  occasionally,  but 
never  their  feet. 

C.    WARDEN   LA   ROE. 
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■         ^^^REQUENTLY  those 
B— • ■"  f  #^    whose   mission   it  is 
\§  £<$  Jt        to       discover       new 
jLj  Tjc^    books  for  the  benefit 
a  _^-  C  %*~a    of    others    resent    a 
reversal  or  the  pro- 
cess.   Try  suggesting  a  new  title  to 
a  book  reviewer  some  rainy  after- 
noon.    Unless  he  can  say  with  an 
air  of  superiority  "Ah,  yes,  a  very 
nice  attempt  that,  but  not  as  good 
as  his  first  novel,"  your  friendship 
is  at  an  end.   Those  servants  of  the 
public    whose    nights    are    spent, 
their  backs  propped  up  with  pillows 
and  their  eyelids  propped  open  with 
coffee,    tearing    the    heart    out    of 
someone    else's    thoughts    encased 
between  cloth  covers,  have  but  one 
reward,  the  joy  of  discovery.      It 
makes  them  pig-headed  at  times. 
It  made  me  so  pig-headed  that  I 
missed  reading  "Power."      "Have 
you     read     'Power'?"     asked     my 
hostess  over  the  nuts  and  raisins. 
"You  must  read  'Power',"  said  the 
debutante    upon   whose  feet  I  was 
treading    to    the    strains    of    "My 
Heart  Stood  Still."      "You   really 
ought  to  read   'Power',"   said   the 
third  life  insurance  salesman  of  the 
morning.      "Thanks,"   we   replied, 
"but  we  don't  like  Upton  Sinclair." 
Lion  Feuchtwanger  had  no  right  to 
title   a   book  like   that   that   way. 
How  was  I  to  know  that  it  wasn't 
the  latest  effusion  of  Mr.  Sinclair  or 
Billy  Moore?    Now  it's  too  late  for 
this  up-to-date  department  to  even 
think  of  mentioning  "Power."   The 
best  I  can  do  is  refer  to  the  second 
book,  "The  Ugly  Duchess,"  rhap- 
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sodize  over  it  a  bit  and  trust  that 
when  this  issue  comes  to  your  home 

all  will  be  forgiven. 

*        *        * 

"fHE  UGLY  DUCHESS"  is 
fine  fare  for  those  who  have 
graduated  from  Sabatini,  gradu- 
ated a  couple  of  years,  perhaps. 
It  is,  in  fact,  something  of  an 
historical  novel,  but  don't  let  that 
deter  you.  The  educational  value 
of  this  period  in  the  history  of  the 
Duchy  of  Tyrol  and  its  bordering 
states  is  too  slight  to  be  dangerous. 
You'll  like  it  just  as  well  if  you 
try  to  regard  it  as  pure  fiction. 
It  is  too  convincingly  written, 
however,  for  the  illusion  to  carry. 
Feuchtwanger's  style  is  near  to 
perfection.  The  stages  of  develop- 
ment in  his  plot  move  in  the 
smooth,  inevitable  sequence  of 
actual  events.  His  pace  never 
hurries,  never  lags.  From  the 
first  few  pages  the  story  carries 
itself  on  the  strong,  fatalistic  tide 
of  life.  His  characters,  colorful 
and  plausible,  shift,  bob  up  and 
disappear  like  so  many  colored 
corks.  They  revolve  about  the 
pathetic  figure  of  the  woman 
whose  ugliness  changed  the  des- 
tinies of  all  who  came  in  contact 
with  her.  I  think  the  picture  of  the 
Ugly  Duchess  herself,  struggling 
for  justification  behind  her  heavily 
painted  mask,  weighted  with  jewels 
and  magnificence  and  waylaid  by 
her  innate  womanly  nature,  is  one 
of  the  most  satisfactory  character- 
izations among  the  books  which 
you  can't  borrow  from  my  library 
without  posting  a  bond. 


DOSTING  bonds  for  borrowed 
books  is  a  suggestion  which 
might  well  be  adopted.  The  bond 
might  be  decided  on  by  the 
owner  of  the  book  and  arbitrated 
in  case  of  disputes  by  a  committee 
of  six  of  the  amateur  librarian's 
friends,    all    of    whom    would    be 


prepared  to  make  out  affidavits  to 
the  effect  that  they  themselves 
owned  more  than  two  hundred 
titles  (all  leaves  guaranteed  cut). 
A  few  bonds  which  we  are  prepared 
to  accept  and  the  titles  to  which 
they  apply  are  as  follows: 

"Nigger  Heaven" — one  ton  of 
coal. 

"Peter  Whiffle" — a  package  of 
five  hundred  Boguslavsky  Cerise 
No.  2. 

"Trader  Horn" — two  elephant 
tusks. 

"Polyglots" — one  friendship. 

"Ugly  Duchess" — fare  to  Ba- 
varia, first  class. 

Under  no  conditions  would  we 
consent  to  another  copy  of  the 
poems  of  Rupert  Brooke  or  Edna 
St.  Vincent  Millay,  "Changing 
Winds,"  "Tell  England,"  "The 
Companionate  Marriage,"  or 
"When  We  Were  Very  Young" 
being  removed  beyond  the  third 
flagstone  from  the  front  door.  In 
clear  weather  we  might  extend  this 
limitation  to  one  block  east  or 
west.  I  have  to  be  careful,  I've 
been  fooled  so  often. 

THE  outstanding  satisfactori- 
ness  of  "The  Ugly  Duchess" 
goes  a  long  way  to  ease  a  bother- 
some conscience,  but  I  am  con- 
demned nevertheless  to  tread  life's 
weary  way,  pursued  by  the  relent- 
less chorus,  "You  should  have 
read  'Power.'  It's  by  far  the 
better  book."  Will  the  directors 
of  the  Home  for  Aged  and 
Destitute  Book  Reviewers,  please 
note  and  be  kind  enough  to  see 
that  the  library  of  that  institution 
contains  a  copy  in  reasonably  good 
condition  somewhere  around  1950, 
said  he  optimistically. 

I  DON'T  really  believe  that  men 
do  hate  women,  not  all  men, 
anyway.  I  once  knew  a  man 
who  had  been  restrained  in  his 
early  youth  by  his  mother  and  his 
grandmother.  As  a  little  boy  they 
put  him  to  bed  at  eight  o'clock  in 
the  summer  time  when  the  other 
kids  were  playing  Run  Sheep  Run 
over  the  back  fences.  When  he 
was  fourteen  the  woman  principal 
of  his  high  school  had  him  expelled 
unjustly.  Subsequently  his  wife 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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ITH  three  admittedly 
"important"  pic- 
tures to  talk  about 
this  month,  I  am 
reduced  to  intelli- 
gence as  a  topic. 
One  who  goes  to  the  movies  should 
not  be  reduced  to  intelligence  but 
in  intelligence. 

To  begin  with,  I'll  grant  all  three 
of  them  technical  merit.  They  are 
well  lighted,  well  photographed, 
well  costumed  and — well,  I'll  have 
to  stop  there. 

The  first  is  Emil  Janning's 
second  picture  for  Paramount, 
"The  Last  Command."  I  have 
said,  if  not  in  these  columns  else- 
where, that  Emil  Jannings  was  not 
a  great  actor;  simply  a  man  with 
one  fine  picture  ("The  Last 
Laugh")  to  his  credit  and  an 
annoying  faculty  for  behaving 
pathetically  in  the  worst  way.  I 
now  amend  this.  Jannings  is  an 
actor,  as  evidenced  by  a  few  early 
sequences  of  "The  Last  Com- 
mand," but  his  ability  is  being 
water-logged  by  the  tear-drenched 
tricks  he  is  forced  by  the  Messrs. 
Zuker  and  Lasky  to  employ. 
Their  custom-tailoring  of  roles  for 
Herr  Jannings  defy  intelligent  con- 
sideration. In  what,  I  suppose, 
would  have  to  be  considered  the 
introductory  and  unimportant 
early  parts  of  the  picture,  Jannings 
as  the  sardonic  Grand  Duke, 
Commander  of  the  Armies  of  the 
Czar,  rings  true  and  is  interesting 
— well  worth  any  one's  watching. 
After  the  Russian  Revolution 
comes  to  a  head  and  takes  him  off 
his  feet,  the  Emil  Jannir*gs  trudge 
and  twitch  set  in.  He  is  in — by 
and  for — Hollywood  from  that 
point  on. 

American  directors  seem  to 
miss  the  fact  that  by  exaggerating 
emotions  they  muff  the  tear- 
wringing  qualities  of  their  treatises. 
Restraint,  the  understandable 
human    element    will    tug    at    the 
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cjcblin  gce.r 
to  the  mcviex 

wiirh    Carroll  Carroll 

heart-strings  whereas  such  a  lugu- 
brious overlarding  of  weltschmerz 
as  "The  Last  Command"  can  tug 
at  nothing  save — and  here's  a 
thought — by  virtue  of  Janning's 
name,  the  purse  strings.  I  guess 
that's  the  point. 

There  is  one,  alas,  all  too  short, 
saving  grace  in  "The  Last  Com- 
mand" and  her  name  is  Evelyn 
Brent.  As  one  who  loves  Russia 
just  as  much  as  Jannings  loves  it, 
but  in  a  different  way  (Jannings 
wants  to  be  a  brother  to  it)  she 
gives  a  stunning  performance.  She 
is  superb.  In  the  sequence  where 
she  becomes  awfully,  awfully 
seductive  she  is;  and  wears — in 
1917    revolution    wracked,    Russia 


— a  1929  robe  de  style  evening 
gown  that,  cut  with  a  train 
in  back  and  to  minimum  in 
front  allows  one  to  pay, 
heaven  be  praised,  no  atten- 
tion at  all  to  less  important 
flights  of  the  fancy. 

y^ND  now  for  "Sadie  Thomp- 
son." And  it  with  Gloria 
Swanson.  Taken  from  W.  Somer- 
set Maugham's  story  of  the  same 
name,  it  doesn't  deserve  it.  Those 
who  read  Maugham's  work  or  saw 
the  John  Colton  play,  "Rain" 
which  was  a  good,  I  am  led  to 
understand,  dramatization  of  it, 
will  writhe  and  wriggle  under  the 
lash  of  purity  that  has  beaten 
down  on  Sadie  and  made  her  into 
one  who  cringes  under  the  whip  of 
petty  niceties  and  stupidities. 

The  United  States  Marines  in 
"Rain"  were  men  first  and  real 
marines  second.  In  the  screen 
version  of  "Sadie  Thompson"  they 


"What  business  arc  you  in?" 
"The  food  business." 
"What  parO' ' 
"The  eating  part." 
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Goblin  Goes  to  the  Movies 

are  propaganda — or  prop — soldiers 
who  carry  old  family  albums 
about  with  them,  propose  to  fallen 
women  (if  you  can  believe  Sadie 
ever  really  fell  very  hard  from 
what  you  see  on  the  screen)  be- 
cause they  (the  women)  are  being 
snubbed;  and  otherwise  do  the 
little  tin  soldier  act  suitable  for 
selling  war  loan  bonds.  Again 
you  must  check  your  intelligence 
at  the  door  because  the  movie 
magnates  have  pandered  to  the 
happy-ending  for  a  box-office  pic- 
ture and  ruined  a  marvellous  play 
at  least  and  I  presume  a  darn  good 
story  as  well. 

"POUR  SONS"  not  only  has 
lack  of  intelligence,  but 
"lachrymosity."  It  is  the  usual 
tripe  of  the  good  mother  and  her 
lads.  Only  this  time  she  has  four 
three  of  whom  get  killed.    The  last 


AND  BRIEFLY 

"ROSE-MARIE"— If  they  will 
make  screen  versions  of  musical 
comedies  and  you  will  go  and  see  them 
you're  bound  to  see  something  like  this 
with  Joan  Crawford  and  House  Peters. 
It's  your  own  darned  fault. 

"A  TEXAS  STEER"— One  would 
think  that  a  film  with  Louise  Fazenda 
and  Will  Rogers  and  titled  by  the 
latter  would  be  funny,  wouldn't  one? 
But  one  is  wrong  this  time.  In  fact, 
one  is  generally  wrong  about  pictures. 

"HER  WILD  OAT"— With  Colleen 
Moore.  You  see  it's  this  way.  Mickey 
and  I  got  just  a  bit  shrodlu  and  when  it 
came  time  to  look  at  the  picture  it  all 
seemed  a  bit  etaoin  shrodlu.  The 
headache  the  next  morning  might  not 
have  been  due  to  "Her  Wild  Oat." 
His?   Come,  don't  be  personal! 


is  saved  for  a  happy  fade-out. 
Even  if  I  could  believe  the  mad 
coincidences  in  "Four  Sons,"  take 
the  dithering  symbolism  seriously 
and  not  get  angry  to  the  point  of 
baratry  on  hearing  the  theme  song 
"M utter schen,"  I  would  still  loathe 
"Four  Sons"  if  only  for  the  pretty 


dreadful  performances  of  the  four 
sons  whose  names  are  not  worth 
mentioning. 

Now  that  we've  had  our  "cry 
out,"  let's  look  forward  to  Harry 
Langdon  and  Harold  Lloyd  next 
month.  Order     your     copy     of 

"Goblin  Goes  to  the  Movies," 
sold  for  25c  together  with  a  free 
copy  of  Goblin. 

CARROLL    CARROLL. 

*  *  * 

The  Little  Grafter 

Willie:      "Say,    pop,    to-day   my 

teacher  wanted  to  know  your  age." 

Pop:     "Did  you  tell  her?" 

Willie:      "You    bet!      Say,    pop, 

give  me  a  quarter  and  I  won't  tell 

mother." 

*  *        * 

YoungGrabcoin  (fervidly):  "You 
accept  me?    Then  it's  a  bargain?" 

Miss  Shapely  (calmly):  "Sure! 
I  wouldn't  have  considered  it  if  it 
wasn't!" 


Prominent  au.tioneer  calling  for  a  bid. 
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the 

this  day  of  April,  1928 


:»^§i|Automobile 


This  day  of  April,  1928,  Reo  announces 
the  1929  Flying  Clouds. 

Reo  can  give  you  1929  automobiles  in 
the  heart  of  the  1928  season  for  a  very, 
very  simple  reason. 

Reo  is  an  independent  organization 
and  a  producer  of  only  a  moderate  num- 
ber of  cars.  Refinements,  changes,  new 
ideas  can  be  put  into  and  through  pro- 
duction faster  than  in  the  huge  immobile 
plants  from  which  come  most  of  America's 
automobiles. 

Reo  blue  prints  can  materialize  into 
Reo  cars  many,  many  months  sooner  than 
do  those  of  other  reputable  automobiles. 

As  a  result,  the  New  Reo  Flying  Clouds 
give  you  today  what  other  cars  may  try 
to  give  you  one  year  from  today —  in  1 929. 

The  New  Flying  Clouds  give  you  today 
a  new  fleetness,  for  one  mile  or  one 
hundred,  that  will  still  be  the  envy  of 
many  cars — in  1929. 

The  New  Flying  Clouds  give  you  today 
the  ability  to  sweep  from  zero  miles  per 
hour  to  what  you  will,  faster  than  many 
cars  will  do — even  in  1929. 


The  New  Flying  Clouds  give  you  today 
the  agility  in  traffic,  and  steering  ease  that 
other  cars  will  try  to  develop — for  1929. 

The  New  Flying  Clouds  give  you  today 
distinctive  new  lines,  sweepingly  simple 
lines,  that  some  other  manufacturer  may 
imitate—  by  1929. 

The  New  Flying  Clouds  give  you  to- 
day luxurious  interiors  that  some  one 
else  may  copy — for  1929. 

The  New  Flying  Clouds  give  you  to- 
day the  riding  ease  that  many  cars  will 
strive  to  have — for  1929. 

The  New  Flying  Clouds  give  you  to- 
day the  four-wheel  internal,  expanding 
(not  external  contracting)  hydraulic 
brakes  that  safety  demands  may  force 
many  other  cars  to  adopt — in  1929. 

These  things  can  be  yours  in  April, 
1928,  in  the  New  Flying  Clouds,  for  the 
very  simple  reason  that  Reo  blue  prints 
become  Reo  automobiles  many  months 
sooner  than  do  those  of  other  reputable 


cars. 


Step  into  the  1929  automobile — the 
New  Flying  Cloud — and  try  it  out  yourself. 


REO  MOTOR  CAR  COMPANY,  Lansing,  Michigan 

FLYING  CLOUD 
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Epistle 


J)\RLING  JANE: 

We  people  must  do  all  we  can 
to  understand  genius  and  I  have 
had  the  most  colossal  experience 
entertaining  Ronald  Logroll,  the 
poet.  He  came  to  address  our 
club,  I  felt  that  poetry  would  be 
such  a  change  after  all  these 
talks  about  food,  especially  since 
Wilbur  refused  to  live  on  salads. 
I  was  to  have  him  to  dinner  and 
that  knowing  Miss  Smyth  asked 
me  if  I  knew  what  to  give  him,  as 
if  I  could  make  a  mistake. 

Of  course  I  had  never  read  his 
works,  though  I  always  meant  to, 
so  I  went  and  bought  one  of  his 
books  and  put  it  in  the  most 
obtrusive  position  in  the  front 
room  after  spending  almost  a 
whole  afternoon  messing  up  the 
pages  and  I  did  read  the  story  of 
his  thrilling  life.  So  sad!  I  think 
all  the  women  he  has  met  must 
have  been  like  Miss  Smyth,  poor 
man. 

Well,  it  seems  he  doesn't  like 
cities  and  lives  in  some  potty  hole, 
just  like  you  do  dear,  though,  of 
course,  we  don't  really  live  in  the 
city,  simply  everyone  goes  to  the 
suburbs,  so  I  thought  we  would 
have  just  a  plain,  substantial  meal 
without  any  ostentation  to  em- 
barrass him. 


So  he  came  floating  in  dressed 
for  dinner,  but  it  was  too  late  for 
us  to  change  then  and  left  Wilbur 
to  pay  the  taxi.  My  dear,  his  hair 
is  not  long,  in  fact  he  is  quite 
bald,  but  he  was  the  first  real  poet 
to  sit  on  our  new  chesterfield.  He 
looked  so  soulful  and  spirituous 
till  he  asked  me  which  of  his 
poems  I  liked  best.  Well,  I  was 
just  able  to  open  the  book  and 
point  at  the  first  one  I  saw,  dumb 
with  emotion,  but  not  the  kind  he 
thought.  And  Wilbur,  the  beast, 
choked  and  scattered  cigar  ash, 
which  was  especially  rude  after 
Mr.  Logroll  had  said  that  he  never 
touched  tobacco  as  it  dulled  his 
wits.  I  think  that  is  what  is  the 
matter  with  Wilbur. 


Anyway  dinner  was  served  and 
he  wouldn't  have  any  soup  after 
he  had  had  a  look  at  it  which 
should  have  warned  me  but  when 
the  joint  came  on  he  looked  at  me 
in  horror  and  said,  "Madam,  if 
you  have  read  my  poem,  'The 
Suppression  of  The  Carnal  Senses,' 
how  is  it  that  you  have  forgotten 
that  I  never  touch  meat  in  any 
form?" 

Well,  there  was  nothing  to  say 
so  I  kept  quiet  and  all  he  ate  was 
a  piece  of  brown  bread  and  I 
had  nothing  but  Wilbur  had  a 
tremendous  meal.  He  simply 
lapped  up  meat  and  things  while 
Mr.  Logroll  and  I  glared  at  him. 
I  never  knew  before  that  a  man 
could  be  so  disgusting  while  eating. 
It  was  quite  the  worst  meal  I 
didn't  have  that  I  ever  sat  through. 

Then  we  set  out  for  the  hall  and 
he  wouldn't  ride  in  the  car  because 
the  smell  would  upset  his  lecture, 
and  I  was  in  no  condition  to  walk 
on  an  empty  stomach  and  he  didn't 
know  the  way  so  we  drove  slowly 
along  and  he  followed  us  just  like 


some    perfectly    mad    paper-chase. 

I  felt  so  ridiculous  and  when  we 
got  there  he  saw  Miss  Smyth  and 
practically  fell  into  her  arms.  It 
seems  they  had  met  before  in  some 
awful  vegetable  restaurant.  So  of 
course  after  that  I  didn't  hear  a 
word  of  the  lecture  but  I  am  sure 
it  was  not  worth  hearing  and  if 
any  more  poets  come  Miss  Smyth 
can  look  after  them  and  I  hope  she 
gets  a  cannibal. 

I  must  stop  now  as  I   am  going 
to  burn  his  noxious  book  of  poems. 
Lovingly, 

Martha. 

GEOFFREY  L.   KEIGHLEY. 

A  Testimonial  Romance 

IN  a  full  page  yeast  cake  ad  they 
met 

As  the  whirring  presses  ground, 
And  ere  the  ink  had  time  to  set 

He  knew  his  mate  he'd  found. 

He  said,  "Fair  maid,  I've  perfect 
health, 

For  which  I  thank  this  yeast. 
I'm  on  the  road  to  fame  and  wealth 

And  my  bad  dreams  have  ceased." 

"My  sex  appeal  had  gone  to  seed. 
My  hair  was  full  of  gum; 

But  now  the  world  will  shortly  read 
That  yeast  cakes  made  me  hum." 

"I  love  you  madly,  I  declare, 
And  hope  that  you'll  agree 

To  be  my  wife  and  daily  share 
My  cakes  of  yeast  with  me." 

She  most  demurely  looked  at  him 
And  said,  "I'm  very  happy. 

Because,  like  you,  I'm  back  in  trim 
And  once  again  feel  snappy." 

"Before  I  knew  about  their  use 
My  shoes  were  number  ten; 

My  eyes  were   crossed,    my    teeth 
were  loose 
And  I  was  shunned  by  men." 

"Oh  yes,  kind  sir,  I'll  be  your  bride 

At  any  time  you  say." 
And  nowhere  in  this  world  so  wide 

Was  joy  so  sweet  that  day. 

So  then  he  left  his  printed  space 
(A  foolish  sort  of  caper) 

And  kissed  her  on  her  printed  face 
And  blurred   the  printed  paper. 

—JOHN  COULTHARD. 
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Thoughts  of  a  Man  About  to 
Go  on  "The  Wagon" 

■TROUBLE  with  me  is  I'm 
weak.  .  .  Now  if  I  could  take 
it  or  leave  it  alone  I'd  be  all  right, 
but  it  gets  me  ...  It  really  isn't 
wrong  to  drink;  it's  only  I  can't 
...  I  should  get  a  grip  on  my- 
self and  be  strong  .  .  .  That's  it 
.  .  .  Be  strong  .  .  .  How  can  I 
be  strong  if  I  don't  train  myself? 
.   .   .   No    time    like  the  present  to 


start  training 

and  quit  .    .    . 

That's  fine. 

That's   better 


.  Take  one  drink 

That's  great  .  .  . 
.  It  didn't  hurt 
me  any  .  .  .  'T'sall  right  when 
you're  strong  .  .  .  Bet  I  could 
take  another  and  quit  .  .  .  Just 
prove  it  to  myself  .  .  .  For  my 
own  satisfaction  .  .  .  Satisfaction 
.  .  .  That's  it,  satisfaction  .  .  . 
Drinking's  a  satisfaction  ...  If 
you  do  it  in  moderation  .  .  .  And 
that's  what  I'm  going  to  do  .  .  . 
Give  myself  satisfaction  ...  In 
moderation   .   .   . 

Stough  to  see  stron'  men  get 
weak  over  liquor  .  .  .  I'm  a  stron' 
man  now  .  .  .  Bet  I  could  lick  the 
bartender  .  .  .  No,  barten'er's 
my   frien*   .   .   .  But    I'm    a   stron' 


man,  anyway  .  .  .  I'm  so  stron' 
bet  I  could  take  another  li'l  drin' 
and  bet  it  won't  hurt  me  .  .  . 
Bet  I  could  take  two  more  HI  drin's 
an  still  be  stron'  man  .  .  .  Jus' 
show  how  stron'  I  yam  .  .  .  Take 
nother  HI  sip  .  .  .  Jus'  a  sip  .  .  . 
Jus'  a  sippy,  sippy,  sippy   .   .   . 

A  fella  misses  a  li'l  sippy,  sippy, 
sippy  .  .  .  Thash  where  they  could 
take  a  li'l  drin'  as  wuz  a  li'l  drin' 
onna  Mississippi,  ippi,  ippi.  .  . 
Down  where  the  Mississ-iss-iss- 
ipp-ipp-ippy    flo-oh-ohs  .   .   .    The 


Missississississ  is  a  stron'est  river 
inna  worl'  .  .  .  No,  it's  a  lon'est 
river  inna  worl'  .  .  .  Green  River 
is  a  stron'est  .  .  .  Ha-hah-ha!  .  .  . 
Thass  a  hot  one  .  .  .  Gotta  tell 
the  li'l  woman   .   .   . 

Gotta  be  stron 
woman  anythin'  .  . 
woman  in  all  the 
nuther  li'l  drin'  on  the  li'l  woman 
.  .  .  We  all  go  home  .  .  .  Juss 
nuther  li'l  stron'est  drin'  on  the 
lon'est  li'l  river  in  all  the  woman 
an  nen  we  all  get  stron'  and  go 
home  .  .  .  Reform  .  .  .  Lon'est 
reform  ...  In  all  the  Sweet  Ado- 
line,  my  yaddol  eye  un  .  .   . 

CARROLL  CARROLL 


tell  the  li'l 
.  Stron'est  li'l 
worl'   .   .    .    Sa 


Communication 

"HE  things  I  have  to  say  to  you, 
If  laid  out  end  to  end, 
Would  cover  more  of  manuscript 
Than  ever  man  has  penned; 

And  so   I   cannot  write  them  out, 

And  I  must  wait  a  day 
To  hear  the  things  I  want  to  hear, 

To  say  the  things  I'd  say. 

0,  I  must  bide  a  day,  my  love, 
When  we  two  meet  at  last — 

When  all  impatient  waiting's  done 
And  all  wild  planning's  past; 

When  I  can  empty  from  my  heart 
All  that  I've  crowded  in. 

And  then — I'll  only  hold  your  hand 
And  grin  my  speechless  grin. 

—  WILLIAM    PYNNE. 

Insulted 

Voice  on  the  Phone:  "And  I  will 
pay  you  forty  a  month." 

On  the  other  end:  "What!  Do 
you  think  I  am  a  professor?" 


Some  Baby 

BABY        FALLS        THREE        FLOORS; 

bursts    into   tears — Headline    in 
the  Chicago  Tribune. 
The  emotional  type. 
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Convert 

Smooth  Rock  Falls,  Ont., 

February  25th,  1928. 
The  Goblin, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

Behold  a  convert!  .  .  .  Being  a  teacher 
I  sort  of  felt  I  should  denounce  such 
frivolous  nonsense,  but  I'm  converted.  I 
think  your  paper  has  real  humour,  and  I 
know  the  morning  Goblin  arrives  a  ten- 
minute  perusal  of  its  pages,  and  I  begin 
my  work  with  more  zest  and  a  feeling  of 
good  fellowship. 

Here's  wishing  you  the  best  of  luck, 
Mildred  V.  Roberts, 
Principal,  Public  School. 


Goblin  gives 
a  prize  of  five 
dollars  for 
the  best  letter 
p u  blished 
each  month. 
No  attention 
Will  be  paid 
to  anony- 
mous letters. 


Degree 

Toronto,  March  8th,  1928 
Editor  of  Goblin, 

1 70  Bay  Street, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

Be  careful  how  you  poke  fun  at  a  college 
education.  Writing  with  your  tongue  in 
your  cheek  in  the  March  issue,  you  imply 
that  the  belief  "that  any  university 
degree  is  a  great  help  in  life"  is  general 
and  erroneous.  Let  me  tell  you  a  little 
story.  Three  days  before  Prohibition 
went  out  of  style  I  was  sitting  in  a  speak- 
easy having  a  glass  of  beer.  There  were 
four  other  customers,  all  strangers.  Two 
policemen  came  in  and  invited  us  to  the 
hoosegow.  We  all  gave  our  names.  As 
proof  I  produced  a  letter  addressed  to 
me  as  Harold  Murchison,  B.A.  The  cop 
gave  me  a  searching  look,  then  shrugged 
his  shoulders.  "Hmmm,"  he  said,  "college 
boy.  Beat  it  and  don't  come  back."  I 
tell  you  a  degree  is  a  very  practical  and 
valuable  adornment. 

Sincerely, 
Harold  Murchison. 
*       *       * 

Test  Case 

Toronto,  March  5th,  1928- 
To  the  Editor  of  Goblin, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

Your  hint  to  lonely  bachelors  in  the 
March  issue  suggesting  that  the  sign 
"Ladies'  Room"  attached  to  an  hotel  door 
will  be  a  great  social  help  is  the  bunk.  I 
tried  it.  Going  out  to  purchase  some 
cigarettes  at  the  newsstand  and  returning 
in  about  five  minutes,  I  found  the  room 
vocal  with  elderly  dowagers  who  frowned 
on  me  so  severely  that  I  was  forced  to 
retire  and  take  another  room,  or  take 
another  room  and  retire,  whichever  you 
prefer. 

Spitefully, 
Raymond  Marks. 


Illness 

Seagrave,  Ont., 

March  6th,  1928. 
Goblin  Magazine, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

....  Don't  send  me  any  more  copies. 
I'm  sick  of  'em. 

Goblin-g  no  more, 

A.  J.  Dance. 

»       *       * 

Protest 

Kingston,  Ont., 

March  4th,  1928. 
Goblin  Editor, 

1  70  Bay  Street, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

Your  nasty  wisecrack  at  the  expense  of 
co-eds  in  Canadian  colleges  saying  that  the 
general  belief  is  that  they  are  "a  pretty 
plain  lot  who  will  eventually  turn  out  to 
be  school  teachers,  librarians  or  Ladies' 
Aid  secretaries,"  is  almost  libellous.  I 
mean  it  actually  is.  All  my  friends  are 
co-eds  and  I  don't  think  you  could  call 
any  of  us  very  plain.  As  far  as  the 
library  stuff  goes,  why  any  student 
knows  that  the  library  is  one  of  the  very 
nicest  places  to  go  and  meet  people.  I 
got  the  boy  whose  fraternity  pin  I  am 
wearing  now  that  way. 

I  think  anybody  who  says  such  cruel 
things  about  co-eds  must  have  been 
blighted  in  love  or  something.  I  mean 
he'd  have  to  be  an  absolute  misogynist,  so 
there! 

Yours  very  truly, 

Thelma  Black. 

*        *        * 

Endorsation 

Calgary,  Alta., 
February  20th,  1928. 
Goblin  Magazine, 
1  70  Bay  Street, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

Now  that  your  magazine  has  been 
brought  to  my  attention,  I  am  heartily 
for  this  Canadian  effort  and  feel  that  it 
more  than  favorably  compares  vith 
other  humorous  publications  and  deserves 
our  support. 

Cordially  yours, 

R.  H.  Wodell. 


Suggestion 

J.  E.  McDougall, 

Editor,  Gobl,in, 
1  70  Bay  Street, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

In  his  book  review  last  month,  Mr. 
Daniels  refers  to  publishers'  dummies  the 
sample  books  which  contain  only  a  few 
printed  pages,  the  rest  being  blank.  Why 
not  print  Goblin  that  way?  Then  we 
could  have  something  convenient  to 
write  our  laundry  lists  on.  Also,  I  am 
sure  this  suggestion  should  appeal  to  you, 
for  in  empty  pages  no  one  could  be 
offended.  Even  those  purer  than  pure 
people  who  write  hot  letters  to  the 
editor  would  be  shamed  by  the  whiteness 
of  each  virgin  leaf  (sorry,  that's  a  tobacco, 
isn't  it?). 

Carl  Melrose, 

Winnipeg,  Man. 

*  *        * 

Obscene 

Ottawa,  February  21,  1928. 
Editor,  Goblin. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  wish  to  congratulate  you  upon  the 
improvement  in  your  editorial  policy.  A 
year  ago  when  I  participated  in  your 
contest  I  had  to  give  my  office  address,  as 
your  magazine  was  then  so  trashy  and 
obscene  that  I  could  not  have  it  come  to 
our  home.  Since  then  you  have  been 
forced  to  fall  in  line  with  Canadian  public 
opinion  and  make  the  publication  over 
into  one  which  is  honourable  and  much 
less  inane. 

Yours  truly, 

S.  J.  Neville. 

*  *        * 

Libel 

Halifax,  N.S., 

March  3rd,  1928. 
Goblin  Magazine, 
1  70  Bay  Street, 
Toronto. 
Gentlemen: 

What  is  all  this  about  ladies  being 
afraid  of  mice?  I  read  the  other  day  of  a 
lady  scientist  in  Chicago  who  keeps  a 
collection  of  six  thousand  pedigree  mice  of 
all  varieties.  Surely  that  pulls  up  the 
average  for  the  fair  sex. 

Yours  very  truly, 

(Mrs.)  Martha  Brent. 

*  *        * 

Drowning  the  Staff 

Glace  Bay,  Sat.  21st. 
Dear  Sirs: 

Have  got  three  copies  of  your  famous 
Goblin  and  it  couldn't  be  much  worse. 
Who  wrote  those  misleading  items  about 
its  five  points?  It  sure  is  a  punk  mag. 
Just  imagine  waiting  a  month  for  such  a 
bunch  of  rot,  and  me  doomed  for  two  years 
of  such  junk! 

There  isn't  enough  between  the  covers. 
You  don't  compete  with  the  American 
mags  at  all.  I  would  advise  drowning 
your  present  staff  and  replacing  it  with 
one  from  the  nearest  asylum. 
Sincerely, 

Tom  MacDonald, 

Waters  Street, 
Glace  Bay,  N.S.. 
P.S.     How's  that  for  expert  criticism? — 
T.  M. 


Goblin 
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$5.00  Prize-Winning  Letter 

Box  1924,  Sudbury,  Ont., 

March  6th,  1928. 
The  Goblin  Magazine, 
1 70  Bay  Street, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Sirs: 

It  is  with  great  interest  I  read  the  letters  appearing  in  "Free  Speech."  I 
find  that  with  a  very  few  exceptions,  the  kickers  are  those,  who  were  unsuccessful 
in  one  or  both  of  Goblin's  recent  contests.  They  write,  "Goblin  is  no  good," 
"There  are  no  good  jokes  in  Goblin,"  "It  is  the  poorest  magazine  I  have  ever 
read,"  etc.,  etc.  Then  there  are  those  who  write  "Goblin  is  an  A-l  magazine," 
"Everything  in  it  is  good,"  "It  is  worth  much  more  than  what  I  pay  for  it,"  etc., 
etc.      I  think  these  are  working  hard  for  that  five  dollar  prize. 

Fair-minded  people  will  admit  that  Goblin  is  not  perfect,  some  of  its  stuff 
is  not  worth  reading  and  we  know  we  pay  all  it  is  worth,  but,  some  of  its  cartoons, 
jokes  and  stories  are  really  good,  and  it  is  steadily  improving. 

I  too  entered  the  two  recent  contests  and  although  was  unsuccessful  in  the 
"TIE-BREAKERS"  I  am  not  such  a  poor  sport  as  to  take  my  spite  out  by 
running  down  the  magazine,  it  wasn't  to  blame.  In  my  opinion  the  Contest 
was  very  well  conducted. 

Goblin  is  only  young  yet,  give  it  a  chance. 

Yours  truly, 

(Mrs.)  G.  Gray. 


Have  They  Got  "IT"? 

A  Hamilton  firm  inserted  the 
following  advertisement  in  the 
classified  columns  of  a  local  news- 
paper: 

FEMALE  HELP  WANTED 

WANTED 

An  Unusual  Type  of  Girl 
If  you  only  think  you  can  spell  or  pound 
a  typewriter  don't  answer  this,  or  if  you 
are  beautiful  and  dumb,  the  same  thing 
applies.  If  you  are  willing  to  learn  and 
want  a  good  position,  in  bright,  cheerful, 
central  office,  fair  salary. 

Among  the  replies  the  following 

was  received: 

"Oh!      Say,    mister,    who   jilted 


you 


y 


Hamilton,  Ont.,  Feb.  28,  1928. 


Dear  Sirs: 

I  note  your  requirements  as  aired  in  the 
evening  sheet,  and  hasten  to  make  inquiry 
as  to  this  strenuous  business  that  takes 
such  an  extraordinary  stenographer.  Your 
advertisement  appeals  to  me  strongly — 
stronger  than  prepared  mustard — as  I 
have  searched  Europe,  Airope,  I  rape,  and 
the  States  in  quest  of  someone  who  could 
use  my  talents  to  the  best  advantage. 

When  it  comes  to  this  cnin  music  propo- 
sition, I  have  never  found  a  man,  woman, 
or  aictaphone  who  could  get  to  first  base 
with  me  either  fancy  or  catch  as  catch  can 
I  write  shorthand  so  tast  that  I  have  to 
use  a  specially  prepared  pencil  with  a 
platinum  point  and  a  water  cooling  equip- 
ment that  I  have  had  constructed  at  an 
exorbitant  expense.  A  note  pad  of 
asbestos  composition  covered  with  human 
hide  ruled  with  sulphuric  acid  and  stitched 
with  cat-gut. 

I  use  A.K.  ignition  double  unit  exclu- 
sively and  will  guarantee  to  deliver  my 
rated  horse-power  under  either  the 
A.L.C.M.  or  S.A.E.  standard.  I  have 
been  passed  by  the  national  board  of 
Censorship  and  am  guraanteed  under  the 
Pure  Food  Act  of  June  30th,  1916.  I  run 
with  my  cut-out  open  at  all  speeds,  and 
am,  in  fact,  a  guaranteed  double  copper 
riveted  seamless,    hand-buffed,  hydraulic- 


ally  welded  drop  forged  and  oil  tempered 
specimen  of  human  lightning  on  a  .45 
frame  ground  to  one-thousandth  of  an 
inch,  as  hot  air  juggling  you  have  nothing 
on  me. 

If  you  wish  to  avail  yourself  of  the 
opportunity  of  a  lifetime,  phone  me,  but 
unless  you  are  fully  prepared  financially 
and  physically  to  pay  the  tariff  for  such 
services  don't  bother  me  as  I  am  so 
nervous  that  I  cannot  stand  to  have  my 
dressmaker  measure  my  clothes.  Don't 
spare  your  time  and  money  unless  you 
want  to  pay  me  at  least  $17.00  per  week 
in  cash  or  its  equivalent  and  no  cuspidors 
to  empty. 

Yours  truly, 

Louise  Eveready. 
*       •       * 
Stoney  Creek,  Ontario, 

February  28th,  1928. 
Dear  Sir  or  Madam: 

In  reply  to  your  cynical  advertisement, 
in  my  opinion,  it  is  not  generally  the  cus- 
tom to  waste  gobs  of  printer's  ink  on  such 
a  conglomeration  of  nonsensical  mis- 
nomers.f  (     _  |  i   ii   . 

In  regard  to  "Beauty,"  I  have  never 
applied  to  the  erstwhile  famous  Flo 
Ziegfield  for  a  leading  role  in  his  notorious 
Follies,  never  doubting  my  propensity  to 
gain  admission  to  his  "Inner  Shrine,"  but 
modesty  bids  me  refrain. 

This  does  not  infer  that  I  am  "Dumb," 
nor  is  "Beauty  skin  deep,"  I  have  always 
lived  in  the  Country,  thriving  on  the 
invigorating  air,  and  come  of  a  salubrious 
and  congenial  stock,  adaptable  to  all  com- 
modities ot  life.  In  my  belief,  I  am  a 
Christian  Scientist,  and,  therefore,  have 
no  worldly  ailments. 

However,  why  it  should  be  necessary 
to  misuse  a  long  suffering  Remington, 
Underwood,  or  such  like,  when  a  lighter 
touch  might  be  as  advantageously  and 
effectively  used  to  perpetrate  verbal  mon- 
strosities, where  two  syllable  phraseology 
would  penetrate,  is  beyond  my  mental 
capacity. 

If  this  is  not  adequate  proof  that  my 
knowledge  of  Webster's  "Moae  of  Expres- 
sion" is  miles  ahead  of  your  apparently 
limited  comprehension,  then,  I  would  sug- 
gest that  you  apply  to  Box  512,  Spectator, 
tor  further  references. 
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"S'  Wonderful" 

"FUNNY  FACE" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Choruses.  Q7'lfl 
Bernie  Cummins  and  His  Orchestra     •»  •  •'" 

"FAREWELL  BLUES" 
"Sobbin'  Blues" 

Fox  Trots.  King  Oliver  and  His  VJA\ 
D  ixie  Syncopa  tors.  U 1 1 1 

"ELLA  CINDERS" 
"Let  a  Smile  by  Your  Umbrella" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Choruses.  001  (\ 
Herb  Wiedoef  t  and  His  Orchestra.      OOIV 

"ICE  CREAM" 

"Henry's  Made  a  Lady  Out  of 

Lizzie" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Choruses.  Q7R9 
The  Six  Jumping  Jacks.  °  *  oit 

"FOUR  WALLS" 
"In  the  Sing  Song  Sycamore  Tree" 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Choruses.  90fl9 
Vincent  Lopez  and  His  Casa  Lope*  OOVO 
Orchestra. 

The  Sign  of  Musical  Prestige 
PANATROPES-ELECTRICAL  RECORDS 
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BACK  NUMBERS 
GOBLI 


Several  back  numbers  of 
Goblix  are  very  much 
in  demand.  The  pub- 
lishers regret,  however, 
that  they  have  in  many 
cases  only  filing  copies. 
Readers  having  copies 
in  good  condition  dated 
a  year  back  or  more 
should  get  in  touch  with 
the  editor,  stating  what 
issues  they  have.  Fifty 
cents  will  be  paid  for 
each  copy  purchased. 
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For— 

ROOMS 


BOARD 


FLATS 


THROUGHOUT    TORONTO 

Phone,    wire   or   write: 

THE  ANTHONY  HALL  BUREAU 

319  Bay  Street  -  Toronto,  2 

Phone  ADelaide  0110 

A  Free  Service.     Satisfaction  Guaranteed. 


Bovril 

is  often 

better 
Sor  you 

than  a  heavy  meal 


£°twa*°  A  Perfect  Looking  Nose 

My    Latest  Improved    Model   25 

corrects  now  ill-shaped  nosei 
quickly,  painlessly,  permanently 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  it 
the  only  nose-shaping  appliance 
of  precise  adjustment  and  a  safe 
and  guaranteed  patent  device' 
that  will  actually  give  you  a 
perfect-looking  nose.  Write  for 
free  booklet  which  tells  yoa  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-looking  nose. 
M.  TriletT,  Pioneer  Nose-Shapinf 
Specialist.  Depl.  Z917, 
Binghamton,         -  -         N.Y. 


Booklet  of  200  All- 
Expenar  T  o  a  r  a, 
91U5  and  up.  Sent 
[Free.  Collegiate 
I  Tours,  700  schools 
land  colleges  rep- 
'resented  In  1927. 
ALLFN  TOURS.  Inc. 
15S  BOYLSTON  ST., 
BOSTON.  MUSS. 


The  Whole  Thing  in  a  Nutshell 

"CARD" 


Stellarton.  Jan.,  1 928. 
Ladres  and  Gentlemen: — 

At  the  request  of  a  number  of 
electors  of  the  Town  of  Stellarton 
acceded  to,  I  offer  for  the  office  of 
Mayor  at  the  approaching  election 
to  be  held  on  February  7th  prox., 
1 928.  I  shall  feel  grateful  for 
your  support  for  the  office  of 
Mayor  for  the  coming  elect  on  and 
if  elected  I  shall  serve  the  Town 
on  a  business  and  judicious  appli- 
cation of  capital  and  a  prudent 
arrangement  in  civic  economy. 

I  am  looking  for  nothing  only  a 
square  deal  for  everybody  and  with 
co-operation,  if  elected  on  7th 
February,  1928,  I  will  endorse  the 
inestimable  intention  of  our  Crea- 
tor when  he  breathed  in  man  life 
and  said  that  all  men  and  women 
are  created  equal  and  are  endowed 
by  their  Creator  with  certain 
inalienable  rights,  Life,  Liberty 
and  the  pursuit  of  Happiness  I 
beseech  you,  the  fathers  of  Canada 
not  to  destroy  that  immortal 
emblem  of  humanity  by  over- 
taxing the  residence  of  the  aged 
and  especially  the  widows  who 
have  to  sweat  to  support  her 
orphans  and  deny  herself  of  the 
necessities  which  her  frail  con- 
st tution  requires  to  keep  body 
and  soul  united.  Also  the  aged 
with  meagre  instalments  to  meet 
their  obligations.  Those  revenues 
are  paid  to  employees  who  spend 
their  time  in  idleness  and  en- 
couraging vagrancy  at  the  expense 
of  the  orphans,  the  aged  and  the 
taxpayers  of  the  community. 
Learn  from  other  men's  mistakes 
to  prevent  your  own.  Win  by 
persuasion  not  by  force. 

No  space  reserved  in  the  Council 
for  party  or  denominational  de- 
liberations. 

If  the  medical  officer  wishes  to 
hasten  his  passage  by  drinking 
water  that  is  contam  nated  by 
bathers  and  other  injurious  germs, 
let  him  enjoy  his  opinion.  I  do 
not  want  to  die  by  poisoning. 
Aqua  pura  for  my  stomach.  The 
medical  fraternity  claim  that  dis- 
ease is  contracted  by  the  touch, 
what  is  the  result  when  taken 
in  the  stomach?  Water  is  man's 
best  friend. 


I  might  add  here  that  this 
article  is  in  no  way  intended  to 
criticise  anyone.  But  I  do  state 
that  now  is  the  time  to  look  into 
the  affairs  of  the  town  which 
means  life  or  death  to  our  citizens. 

W.    A.     DELOREY." 

Election  advertisement  in  Nova 

Scotia  paper. 

*  *        * 

News  Item 
This  morning  the  body  of  an 
unidentified  sailor  was  found  cut 
to  pieces  and  sewed  up  in  a  sack. 
Detectives  from  headquarters  ex- 
press the  belief  that  the  man  com- 
mitted suicide.  — Red  Cat. 

Priam:     "Howdy,  lady." 

Hecuba:  "I  don't  speak  to  men 
on  the  public  highways." 

Priam:  "Well,  then,  how  about 
the  railroad  question?" 

P.S. — (He  got  the  job.) 

— Pelican. 

*  *        * 

Little  Red  Riding  Hood:  "Why, 
Grandma!  What  makes  your 
mouth  so  large?" 

Wolf:     "I'll  bite." 

— Purple  Parrot. 

*  *        * 

"The  Cards  are  against  me," 
said  the  manager  of  the  Yankees. 

— Log. 

*  *       * 

Negative   Courting 

"My  Scotch  boy  friend  sent 
me  his  picture." 

"How  does  it  look?" 

"I  don't  know,  I  haven't  had  it 
developed  yet." — Wampus. 

*  *        * 

He:  "I  think  contrasting  colors 
are  very  effective.  For  instance. 
that  combination  you  are  wear- 
ing  " 

She:     Sir!" 

He:   "Pardon  me,  that's  a  slip?" 

—  The  Cracker. 

*  *        * 

Athletic  Guy:  "I  can  do  one 
hundred  yards  in  ten  seconds  flat." 

Woman:  "Good  gracious!  I 
can  just  imagine  in  what  you  can 
do  it  standing  up!" — Jester. 

*  *        * 

He  calls  his  dog  Jason  because 
he  is  always  hunting  for  fleece. 

— Chaparrcl. 


Goblin 
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Insult 

Mr.  Callahan:  "Did  you  protest 
against  showing  the  movie  that 
represents  the  Irish  as  disorderly?" 

Mr.    Murphy:     "Did    we?      We 

wrecked  the  place!" 

*  #        * 

The  hero  took  good  aim,  and 
shot  for  the  villain's  heart.  The 
villain  did  not  die,  however,  be- 
cause his  heart  wasn't  in  the  right 
place. 

—  Tiger. 

"You  brute,  where  did  you  kick 
the  dog?" 

"Ah,  madame,  thereby  hangs 
the  tail." 

—  Tiger. 
Heartless 

Judge:  "Only  married  a  week 
and  you  beat  your  wife?  A 
month's  imprisonment  will  cure 
you." 

Husband:  "It's  a  bit  tough 
spoiling  our  honeymoon  like  that." 

— Passing  Show. 

*  *        * 

She  (tragically):  "Stop,  this 
can't  go  on!" 

Shoe    Salesman    (soothingly): 
"Very     well,     madam,     we'll     try 
another  size." 

— Pointer. 

*  #        * 

Efficient 

"How  does  your  new  cigarette 
lighter  work?" 

"Fine.  I  can  light  it  with  one 
match  now." 

— Carolina  Buccaneer. 

*  *        * 

And   How! 

Teacher:  "What  are  the  inter- 
rogative adverbs?" 

Little  Jimmy:  "Where,  why, 
when   .   .    ." 

Teacher:    "Is  that  right,  John?" 

Our  Little  Johnny:    "And  how!" 

—  Tiger. 

♦  ♦  ♦ 

A  la  Mode 

"But  I  wanted  a  mannish  hat. 
This  isn't  mannish  enough,"  said 
the  pretty  girl. 

"That's  a  man's  hat,  miss,"  said 
the  salesman. 

— Louisville  Journal. 

"College  must  be  a  great  place," 
sighed  the  Yale  Senior  as  he 
watched  the  latest  movie  inter- 
pretation. 

— Mercury. 


You  say  everything  that  can 
be  said  in  favour  of  a  cigarette 
when  you  say  "Player's" — 
Canada's  largest-selling 
quality  cigarette! 


P  L  A  Y  E  R'S 


NAVY  CUT 


Contraband 

Chicago  Cop:  "What've  you 
got  in  that  car?" 

Gangster:  "Nothin'  but  booze, 
officer." 

Cop:  "I  beg  your  pardon — I 
thought  it  might  be  history  books." 

— Exchange. 

*  #        * 

"So  you  have  been  in  Germany. 
What   do   you    think   of    Danzig?" 

"I  like  it  a  lot,  but  I  won't 
dance  with  anybody  who  has  a 
cold  as  bad  as  yours." 

— Stanford  Chaparral. 

*  %        * 

Country-bred  Maid:  "But,  sir, 
why  do  you  write  so  much?" 

Master:  "I  am  an  author — I 
write  novels." 

Maid:  "Fancy  taking  all  that 
trouble  when  you  can  buy  a  novel 
for  sixpence!" 

— Fliegende  Blaettcr,  Munich. 

♦  ♦  $ 

Lawyer:  "The  cross-examina- 
tion did  not  seem  to  worry  you 
much.       Have    you    had    previous 


experience 


•j" 


Client:    "Six  children!" 

— Staffordshire  Sentinel. 


Chicago  Time 

Wife  (to  husband  on  street 
corner):  "Have  you  been  waiting 
long?" 

Husband  (a  Liberty  reader)  :  "Oh, 
not  very  long,  dear,  just  three 
stories,      two      articles,      and     an 

editorial." 

#  *        * 

"There's  mother's  ashes  in  the 
jar  on  the  mantelpiece." 

"So  your  mother  is  with  the 
angels?" 

"No,  sir;  she's  just  too  lazy  to 
look  for  an  ash  tray." 

— Northwestern  Purple  Parrot. 

Marie:  "Fancy,  Robert,  in  a 
few  years  we  shall  be  able  to  fly 
to  London  in  half  an  hour." 

Robert:  "But  you  will  still  need 
two  hours  to  get  ready." 

— Journal  Amusant,  Paris. 

*  *        * 

First  Roman  (at  a  Christmas 
massacre):  "We've  got  a  capacity 
crowd,  but  still  we're  losing  money. 
The  upkeep  on  the  lions  must  be 
pretty  heavy." 

Second  Roman:   "Yes,  sir.  These 

lions  sure  do  eat  up  the  prophets." 

— Mallteaser. 
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ET  us  hope  that  when 
the  soon  to  be  popu- 
lar song  "Golden 
Gate"  was  first  con- 
ceived and  published 
that  its  sponsors  re- 
garded it  as  a  publicity  song  to 
end  all  publicity  songs.  "Golden 
Gate,"  gentle  reader — try  to  stay 
gentle  while  we  unfold  the  ghastly 
facts — "Golden  Gate"  concerns,  as 
you  may  have  surmised,  Cali- 
fornia, known  as  the  land  of  sun- 
shine during  the  B.F.  period  (before 
Florida,  not  Boy  Friend)  and  it 
contains  among  others  of  the  type 
the  following  glamorous  couplet: 
"Acres  and  acres  of  the  richest 

soil, 
A  hundred  million  billion  billion 
gallons  of  oil." 
Croon  that  in  your  sweetie's  ear 
some  evening  on  the  back  porch. 
The  way  Al  Jolson  sings  it  and  if 
you  stand  in  the  next  room,  you 
might  think  it  was  one  of  the  best 
of  the  Jolson  songs.  He  puts  it 
across  as  though  it  were  one  of  the 
mammiest  of  mammy  songs.  On 
the  other  side  of  this  Brunswick 
record  Jolson  sings  "Four  Walls" — 
a  selection  which  I  don't  think  is 
suited  to  his  style  of  delivery. 

One  of  the  best  dance  records 
of  the  month  is  "Can't  Help  Lovin' 
Dat  Man."  It  combines  on  the 
other  side  with  "Why  Do  I  Love 
You?"  both  played  by  Nat  Shil- 
kret  and  his  Victor  Orchestra 
(Victor).  These  two  numbers 
from  "The  Show  Boat"  have 
everything. 

A  new  Ted  Lewis  record  (Co- 
lumbia) is  "Keep  Sweeping 
the  Cobwebs  Off  the  Moon." 
His  orchestration  was  never  more 
effective  than  in  this  provocative 
selection,  and  in  conjunction  with 
Ruth  Etting's  unctuous  warbling. 
I  think  the  best  Apex  record  is 
Harold  Lambert's,  singing  "With- 


dire  relea^ex 


out  You  Sweetheart."  This  num- 
ber is  slightly  reminiscent  of  "Some 
Day  Sweetheart."  Lambert  never 
once  gets  too  sentimental  or  dra- 
matic. "Without  You  Sweetheart" 
is  also  obtainable  as  a  dance 
record  by  Vincent  Lopez  and  his 
Casa  Lopez  Orchestra  (Brunswick) 
which  you  will  like  in  spite  of  the 
mediocre  number  on  the  back  of 
the  disc  entitled  "Call  of  Broad- 
way." 

The  California  Ramblers  (Co- 
lumbia) have  two  straight  fox-trot 
numbers  on  which  you  can't  go 
wrong,  and  which,  if  not  sen- 
sational, are  good,  straight  dance 
time  and  pleasing  orchestration, 
"Changes"  and  "Mine — All  Mine." 

Having  confessed  some  months 
ago  that  we  had  returned  to  the 
pro — Paul  Whiteman  fold,  it's 
O.K.  if  we  indulge  in  a  moderate 
rave  now  and  then,  so  here  goes. 
His  new  concert  orchestra  twelve- 
inch  record  (Victor)  "Together" 
is  another  "When  Day  Is  Done" 
as  far  as  the  Whiteman  end  of  it 
is  concerned.  It  is  chuck  full  of 
all  that  Whiteman  has  and  yet 
handled  with  restraint.  On  the 
back  is  a  concert  version  of 
"My  Heart  Stood  Still."  Un- 
fortunately, "My  Heart  Stood 
Still"  and  this  writer,  after  a  very 
violent  crush,  are  no  longer  on 
listening  terms.  Whiteman  also 
has  made  a  ten-inch  dance  record 
for  Victor  which  includes  "Ra- 
mona,"  a  waltz,  easily  the  prettiest 
release  of  the  month,  and  a  fox- 
trot "Lonely  Melody,"  which 
shows  what  a  good  orchestra  can 
do     with     a     second     rate     score. 


INVESTOR'S  GUIDE 

Apex: 

"Without  You  Sweetheart" 

"If  You  Want  to  Miss  a  Heaven  on 

Earth" 

Brunswick: 

"The  Man  I  Love" 

"Ol"  Man  River" 

Columbia: 

"Keep  Sweeping  the  Cobwebs  Off  the 

Moon"  (Ted  Lewis) 

"Mine — All  Mine" 

Victor: 

"Together"  (Paul  Whiteman) 

"Can't  Help  Lovin'  Dat  Man" 


"Together"canbehad  as 
a  straight  dance  record 
played  by  Waring's 
Pennsylvanians, coupled 
with  "Dear,  On  a  Night  Like  This," 
played  by  the  Troubadours  (Vic- 
tor).   The  Troubadours  are  better. 

THERE  are  three  other  fox 
trots  which  get  our  unre- 
served approval  this  month.  They 
are:  "The  Man  I  Love,"  than 
which  there  are  few  songs  you  are 
liable  to  hear  more  of  within  the 
next  month  or  two.  1 1  was  written 
by  the  Gershwins,  Ira  and  George, 
for  the  ill-fated  musical  called, 
with  a  flourish,  "Strike  Up  the 
Band."  "Strike  Up  the  Band" 
may  have  been  a  box  office  flop 
but  it  was  a  success  in  that  it 
introduced  this  number  anyway, 
and  Ben  Bernie  (Brunswick) 
handles  it  like  nobody's  business. 
The  unknown  vocalist  does  justice 
to  the  internal  rhymes  in  the 
first  rate  lyric.  On  the  back  is 
the  now  established  favorite, 
"Dream  Kisses."  The  second  is 
"01'  Man  River,"  played  by 
"Kenn"  Sisson  and  his  orchestra, 
also  Brunswick.  This  is  another 
number  from  "The  Show  Boat" 
and  one  of  the  ones  which  caused 
the  New  York  critics  to  go  into 
apoplectic  frenzies  of  joy.  Ou 
the  back  is  "Why  Do  I  Love  You?" 
The  third  is  "Chloe,"  a  Victor 
record,  and  which  was  reviewed 
last  month.  This  month  Brunswick 
have  produced  one  by  the  Colonial 
Club  Orchestra,  characterized  by  a 
slow  mean  time  with  ecstatic 
crescendos.  "Somebody       Lied 

About    Me"     right    next    door    is 
nothing  to  get  excited  about. 

"Rain"  is  reported  as  being 
one  of  the  best  selling  songs  in 
sheet  music  at  the  present  time. 
Irving  Kaufman  puts  it  over  in  a 
manner  which  makes  the  above 
statement   seem   plausible   (Apex). 

Two  outstanding  records  in 
popular  piano  are  Clarence  Senna's 
comedy  pianologue  entitled  "The 
Dempsey-Tunney  Fight"  with 
appropriate  music  (Columbia), 
coupled  with  his  "How  To  Write 
A  Popular  Song,"  in  which  he 
traces  the  derivations  of  a  couple 
of  modern  melodies;  and  of  course 
there   is  Lee  Sims  again  and  never 
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Puzzle  Contest 
TIED 

With  Solution  of — 


SOLUTION  BLANK  TO  BE  USED  BY  COI 

This  blank  must  be  used  when  sending  subscriptions 


^SMSL 


MY  ANSWER  TO  THE  PROBLEM  1 
['Gentlemen:  Kindly  enroll  my  name  »  a  contestant  in  your  puzzle  contest.  I  am 
'  enclosing  herewith  the  sum  of  S. .  .£f.:  VW...  which  kindly  place  to  my 
credit,  both  as  entrance  fee  to.  the  contest  and  M  a  paid-up  subscription  to    \ 


DESPITE  the  fact  that  the  last,  the 
Third  Great  Goblin  Puzzle  Contest, 
was  the  most  difficult  yet  submitted, 
more  contestants  forwarded  the  correct 
answer  than  there  were  prizes  offered. 

The  Contest  Judges,  Messrs.  Perry  J. 
Giffen,  Toronto  Star  Weekly;  Jos.  Mc- 
Goey,  Grain  Growers'  Guide  and  J.  B. 
Rathbone,  Halifax  Herald,  have  there- 
fore directed  that  in  accordance  with  rule 
ten  of  the  original  rules,  an  elimination 
or  Tie-Breaker  Puzzle  be  submitted  only 
to  those  contestants  who  secured  the 
correct  solution  of  5889,  in  order  that 
the  results  of  this  contest  may  determine 
the  sequence  in  which  the  100  prizes  will 
be  awarded. 

SPECIAL  PRIZE  WINNERS 

The  winners  of  the  Eight  Special  Bonus 
Prizes  of  February  11th  and  February 
25th  are,  of  course,  known  now  but  these 
results  will  be  withheld  until  complete 
announcement  of  prize  winners  is  made. 

Announcement  will  also  be  made  at  this 
time  of  the  award  of  the  Whippet  Coach 
to  the  winner  of  the  Special  Effort  Club. 

Great  care  was  exercised  in  mailing  the 
Tie-Breaker  Chart  and  all  are  scheduled 
to  reach  those  who  submitted  the  solu- 
tion 5889  on  or  before  April  5th. 

If  you  submitted  answer  5889  and  have 
not  received  your  Tie-Breaker  by  April,, 
5th,  telegraph  immediately  to  Goblin 
Contest  Department  that  the  delay  may 
be  investigated  and  your  chart  immedi- 
ately forwarded  to  you. 

GOBLIN   CONTEST   DEPARTMENT 

170  Bay  Street 
Toronto  2  -  -  Ontario 


better  than  playing  "Let's  Misbehave"  and  "Mine — 
All  Mine"  (Brunswick). 

The  Hollywood  Dance  Orchestra  (Apex)  have 
nothing  to  be  ashamed  of  in  "If  You  Want  To  Miss 
A  Heaven  On  Earth,  Stay  Out  of  the  South,"  which 
is  a  good  reliable  can't-go-wrong-on-this-one  fox  trot. 
On  the  back  is  '"S  Wonderful." 

A  LSO  recommended  as  worth  hearing  are:  "Let  a 
Smile  Be  Your  Umbrella"  played  by  Markel's 
Society  Orchestra  (Apex),  or  Herb  Wiedoeft  and 
Orchestra  (Brunswick);  "You  Can't  Cry  Over  My 
Shoulder,"  the  soprano,  Florence  Oldham  (Victor); 
"My  Ohio  Home,"  "Sobbin'  Blues"  and  "Happy 
Hula  Girls"  (the  last  three  all  Brunswick);  "I  Still 
Love  You,"  Emil  Velasco's  pipe  organ  number  for 
Columbia. 

Not  recommended  at  all  are:  any  version  of 
"Henry's  Made  a  Lady  Out  of  Lizzie,"  of  which 
there  are  several,  both  versions  and  cars;  "Sweet- 
heart Memories,"  by  the  crooningest  tenor  ever, 
Frank  Sylvano  (Brunswick). 

Two  classical  numbers  which  we  happened  to 
hear  by  some  accident  but  enjoyed  nevertheless 
tremendously  are  the  San  Francisco  Symphony 
Orchestra  rendering  of  Brahms'  Hungarian  Dances 
No.  5  and  6  (Victor)  and  the  Poet  and  Peasant 
Overture  by  the  Brunswick  Hour  Orchestra  (Bruns- 
wick). 

— STEPHEN    MOON. 

•  *  * 

Straight-forward  Evidence 

JUDGE:     "I  want  you  to  explain  your  movements 

on  Saturday  afternoon." 

Witness:    "First  I  went  into  a  hardware  store." 

Judge:     "For  what  purpose?" 

Witness:     "To  get  some  grass  seed." 

Judge:     "Where  did  you  go  then?" 

Witness:  "Into  a  drug-store  where  I  bought  some 
ice-cream  and  a  roll  of  film." 

Judge:     "And  then?" 

Witness:  "Then  I  went  into  a  fruit  store  for  some 
eggs." 

Judge:     "Yes,  go  on." 

Witness:  "After  I  had  a  drink  in  a  millinery  store, 
I  crossed  the  street  to  a  tobacconist's  for  an  evening 
paper  and  some  safety-razoi  blades." 

Judge:     "Where  next?" 

Witness:  "I  went  into  a  barber  shop  to  have  my 
shoes  shined,  then  into  a  gents'  furnishings  to  get  a 
bathing  suit  for  my  wife,  and  after  that  I  went  home.' 

R.  K.  HALL. 

*  *        * 

Immune 

The  Browns  had  bought  a  new  rug  of  a  bright 
green.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jones  called  and  were  loud  in 
their  praise  of  it.  The  next  morning  little  Bobby 
Jones  called  at  the  Brown's  residence  and  asked  to 
see  the  rug.  Surprised,  but  nevertheless  flattered, 
that  so  small  a  boy  should  desire  to  admire  her  new 
possession,  Mrs.  Brown  led  the  way  to  the  front  room. 

Bobby  thrust  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  critic- 
ally surveyed  the  new  floor  covering  for  a  few 
moments. 

"Huh!"  he  said  finally,  "it  doesn't  make  me  sick." 
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For  Sale^To 

College  Men  and  Women 

A  Month  of  Romance 


All-Expenses 

$375 

INCLUDES: 
Ocean  Passage 
Sight'Seeing 
Good  Hotels 
Usual  Meals 
All  Tips  Abroad 

TO  SEE: 
Montreal 

Quebec 

Liverpool 
Stratford- on-Avon 
Warwick 

Kenilworth 
Thames  Valley 
Windsor 

Eton 
London 

Dover 

Ostend 
Bruges 

Brussels 

Paris 
Normandy 

Cherbourg 


NEXT  summer!  Up  in  Montreal 
a  swift  ocean  liner  awaits  us, 
to  sail  Europe-ward  with  a  happy 
group  of  college-age  men  and  wo- 
men who  will  "do"  Europe  in  a 
campus-like  atmosphere  of  inform- 
al good-fellowship,  under  the  aus- 
pices of  College  Humor  Magazine. 

Down  the  majestic  St.  Lawrence 
and  across  the  Atlantic  we'll  sail, 
with  a  dance  band  from  a  famous 
American  college  to  furnish  music. 
The  week's  voyage  will  be  a  mem- 
orable "house  party  at  sea." 

Then  Europe! — with  three  days 
in  London,  plenty  of  time  for  The 
Shakespeare  Country  and  Oxford, 
busy  days  in  Belgium,  and  Paris  for 
five  glorious  days  and  six  tumult- 
ous nights! 

All  travel  arrangements  by  the  Art  Crafts 
Guild  Travel  Bureau,  originators  of  the 
famous  "Collegiate  Tours."  Membership 
is  limited.  For  full  details,  hurry  us  the 
coupon  below. 


College  Humor's 

COLLEGIATE    TOUR 
to  EUROPE 


MAIL  THIS  COUPON  FOR  FULL  DETAILS 
COLLEGE  HUMOR,  1050  N.  La  Salle  St.,  Chicago,  III. 

Please  send  me  complete  information  regarding  College  Humor's 
Collegiate  Tour  to  Europe. 

Name_ 


Address. 


CC2 


Nice  Mans 

Patron:  "Bring  me  some  roast 
pork,  peas — 

Waiter:    "Say  pretty  please." 

— Purple  Parrot. 

*  *        * 

He:  "Have  you  heard  the  new 
sneeze  song?" 

She:    "No,  what  is  it?" 

He:    "I  took  one  look  a-tchoo." 

— Record. 

*  *        * 

"You  say  he  is  richer  than 
Ford?     How  did  he  do  it?" 

"He  invented  a  luminous  lip- 
stick for  cloudy  nights." 

—  Yale  Record. 

*  #        # 

Uncanny 

Gypsy  Maid:  "I  tella  your 
fortune,  mister." 

Freshman:    "How  much?" 
"Twenty-five  cents." 
"Correct." 

— Exchange. 

*  *        * 

"Why,  I'll  bet  you  don't  even 
know  the  difference  between  a 
camel  and  a  dromedary." 

"Humph!"  — Judge. 

Traffic  Rules 

"If  caught  by  traffic  in  the 
middle  of  the  street,  the  best  thing 
to  do  is  to  stand  still,"  says  an 
expert. 

And  if  time  permits,  scribble  a 
farewell  message  on  the  back  of  a 

visiting  card.  — Log. 

*  *        * 

Battered  Motorist  (waking  up): 
"Where  am  I?     Where  am  I?" 
Nurse:    "This  is  number  I  16." 
Motorist:    "Room  or  cell?" 

— Line  Magazine. 

The  Moment  That  Seems  a  Year 

He    (as  they   started    to   dance:) 

"I    beg  your  pardon,   but   I   didn't 

get     your     name.        (Laughingly): 

It  sounded  like  Guggenschlocker." 

She:    "It  is." 

—  Virginia  Reel. 

Disorderly 

During  sermon  time,  a  baby 
began  to  cry,  and  its  mother 
carried  it  toward  the  door. 

"Stop,"  said  the  minister.  "The 
baby  is  not  disturbing  me  at  all." 

The  mother  turned  toward  the 
pulpit  and  said:  "Well,  you're 
disturbing  him." 

— Purple  Partol. 
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Marge, 
history 


Charity  at  Home 

Old  Lady:  "Where  did  you  get 
all  those  nickels,  sonnie?" 

Sonnie:    "Down  at  the  church." 

Old  Lady:  "Did  you  steal  them, 
you  naughty  boy?" 

Sonnie:  "Oh,  no;  the  minister 
said  that  this  money  is  all  for  the 
heathens.  Me  and  pa  is  atheists, 
so  I  took  a  handful." 

-Ski-U-Mah. 

"Is  that  man  rich?" 
"Is  he!     He's  so  rich  he  doesn't 
know  his  son's  in  college." 

— Sewanec  Mountain  Goal. 

*        *        * 

We'll  Say  Not 

"Would  you  believe  it, 
I  only  got  forty  in  that 
exam." 

"Dearie,  you  don't  know  the 
half  of  it."  —  Pitt  Panther. 

A  group  of  tourists  were  looking 
into  the  crater  of  Vesuvius  and 
were  amazed  at  the  boiling  mass. 

"Ain't  that  just  like  hell?" 
exclaimed  an  American. 

"Ah,  zee  Americans!"  remarked 
a  Frenchman.  "Where  have  zey 
not  been." 

— Stevens  Stone  Mill. 

*  *        * 

A  Practical  Course 

"So  you're  going  to  the  Univer- 
sity of  Chicago!  What  are  you 
taking?" 

"Triggernometry." 

— Georgia  Cracker. 

*  *        * 

"Why     are     you     putting     that 
envelope  back  in  your  mail  box?" 
"Ssh.     That's  a  de:cy." 

—  Yale  Record. 


Learn  Cartooning 

AT  HOME— IN   YOUR  SPARE  TIME 

from  the  school  that  has  trained 
■cores  of  to-day's  successful  cartoon- 
ists who  earn  from  $50  to  $200  and 
more  a  week.  The  Landon  Picture 
Chart  Method  of  teaching  makes 
•riginal  drawing  easy  to  learn.  Send 
6c  in  stamps  for  full  information 
and  chart  to  lest  your  ability.  Aho 
iU<  aft. 

THE        LANDON 

1433  National   Bldg. 


WHEREVER  ■  W  ELL  ■  DRESSED  ■  MEH  '  COHO  REG  AT  E 


SCHOOL 
Cleveland,  O. 


CIEARYOURSKIN! 


New  marvelous  method  quickly  ends  pimples, 
blackheads,  oily  skin,  enlarged  pores,  red  spots, 

sal  town  ess  and  other  skin  blemishes.  Amazing 
discovery.  Does  not  just  temporarily  remove  sur- 
face blemishes.  Goes  right  down  to  roots  of 
complexion  trouble.  Removes  the  cause.  Quick- 
ly you  have  a  beautiful  new  complexion,  velvety 
smooth,  clear  and  rosy  beyond  your  fondest 
dream.  ':  Nothing  to  take  internally.  No  diet, 
exercise,  salves  or  appliances.  Simple,  harmless, 
easy  to  use.  GUARANTEED. 

PPPP    ROOK    explains  and  Rives  proof 

r  ncc   Dirurv  oS  wnat  my  methotj  ha8 

done  for  thousands  of  men  and  women.    Send  for  Free  book  NOW 

DOROTh  V  RAY.  Suite  41. 646  N.  Michigan  Ave..  Chicago 


jft 


yl Canadian  JlchioveDtenb 


ALL  BROCK 
STYLES  ARE 
REFRODUCED 
IN  THE  ST. 

LAW  REHCE 
HAT,  AT  A 
CORRESPOND- 
INGLY LOWER 

raicE 


TUL'\.      l.  i>i.\  USL.\ -HAT -CORP., -LIMITED, -BROCK  VI LLE. 


IT  HAS  BEEN  DONE! 

—AND  YOU  CAN  GET 
AWAY  WITH  IT 

MANY  people,  no  more  clever  .than  YOU,  have 
broken  in  on  Goblin's  subscription  list 
without  entering  a  contest,  clipping  a  coupon,  or 
sending  in  anything  but  their  names  and  addresses 
(and  three  dollars  in  cash  or  cheque  i.  The  latter 
will  entitle  you  to  one  year  of  Canada's  National 
Humorous  Monthly,  than  which,  as  a  subscriber 
remarks,  there  is  none  whicher.      How  about  it? 


Here's  the  address:  Goblin,  170  Bay  St.,  Toronto  2 


^^i^i^^i^^i^i^^^i^^^^i^i^^i^^t^iitiitiiwiitiit 
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THE  "COPLEY" 

Adds  the  finishing  touch 
to  the  perfect  evening 
dress. 
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Books 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
deserted  him  and  he  eloped  with 
a  hat  check  girl  who  eventually 
left  him  with  very  little  else  than 
his  hat  and  coat.  I  saw  him  the 
other  night  in  the  first  row  at  a 
musical  comedy.  He  said  the 
third  girl  from  the  right,  first  row, 
had  been  very  kind  to  him  and 
that  he  was  preparing  to  follow 
the  troupe  to  Buffalo  to  see  if  she 
would  consider  marriage.  This 
man  had  every  cause  to  hate 
women,  you  will  admit,  but  I 
don't  think  he  did.  If  he  did  he 
was  certainly  consistent  about  it 
and  missed  as  few  chances  as 
possible  for  the  enjoyment  of  a 
good  substantial  hate.  Certainly, 
as  I  helped  him  pick  up  his  toupee 
which  had  fallen  beneath  the  seat 
during  his  enthusiastic  applause, 
he  did  not  seem  to  have  a  mad  on. 

I-IATE  is  strictly  an  emotion, 
but  paradoxically,  after  read- 
ing Gelett  Burgess'  intellectual 
thesis  entitled  "Why  Men  Hate 
Women,"  it's  pretty  hard  not  to. 
What  objectionable  people  women 
are!  They  spend  unconscionable 
hours  before  the  mirror.  They 
ogle  other  women  with  catlike 
venom  and  that's  not  all,  as  you 
and  I  and  Gelett  Burgess  know. 
Gelett  Burgess  has  carefully 
analysed  the  whole  problem.  He 
must  have  had  a  lovely  time 
doing  it.  Women,  he  admits,  do 
possess  charm,  often  lots  of  it,  but 
they  have  charm  they  have  also 
the  quantity  at  the  other  end  of 
the  pole,  Varm.  Burgess  tells  us 
all  about  Varm.  Varm  is  an 
energy  generated  by  women  in 
their  particularly  hateful  moments. 
Burgess  has  analysed  it,  found  the 
rules    upon    which    Varm    works. 


For  example,  Varm  increases 
directly  as  the  square  root  of 
the  number  of  women  present  in 
one  room;  two  women  together 
will  generate  four  times  as  much 
Varm  as  one  woman  by  herself 
or  with  her  husband.  He  also 
has  discovered  the  interesting  fact 
that  without  Varm  there  cannot 
be  charm.  The  veriest  varmints 
are  the  choicest  charmers,  and 
there's  a  whole  lot  more  along 
this  line  in  Burgess'  book.  My 
advice,  however,  is  to  read  it  in 
private,  retire  to  a  hermitage  and 
consider  the  lesson  well  learned. 
Don't  try  to  put  these  theories 
to  the  actual  test  unless  you  can 
afford  the  finest  selection  from  the 
florist's  stock  for  your  wife  or 
extra  special  sweetie. 

XME  put  off  reading  "The  Mad 
Carews"  by  Martha  Ostenso 
for  about  six  months.  We  had 
every  intention  of  getting  around 
to  it  some  Sunday  afternoon,  but 
we  just  felt  we  could  not  go 
another  of  those  starkish  prairie 
epics.  Actually,  we  found  out 
"The  Mad  Carews"  isn't  that  sort 
of  a  book  at  all.  The  basic  theme 
is  emotional  rather  than  agricul- 
tural. It  is  the  romance  of  the 
little  girl  on  the  farm  and  the 
young  man  from  the  Big  House 
on  the  Hill,  told  in  as  matter  of 
fact  and  realistic  a  manner  as 
possible.  "The  Mad  Carews"  is 
a  good,  soundly  written  book,  but 
nothing  to  get  very  excited  over. 

"0JURE  AMBLER"— Boolh 
Tarkington's  latest — is  the 
story  of  a  coquette  who  finally 
discovers  that  gallivanting  around, 
shining  and  hard  as  a  diamond, 
isn't  the  whole  works.  Claire, 
skilfully  characterized  by  Tarking- 


ton,  has  a  succession  of  loves,  or 
rather  lovers,  for  it  is  only  in  the 
end  that  she  finds  herself  in  love 
for  the  first  time,  in  a  hopeless 
passion.  As  usual,  Tarkington  is 
best  in  his  descriptions  of  extremely 
youthful  characters  in  the  early 
chapters.  Here  is  a  lesson  for 
debutantes  and  coeds. 

— ALDEN  DANIELS. 


Boys! — Girls! 

A/f  AKE  money  for  your  Summer 
■*-•*■  Holidays.  You  need  bats, 
balls,  gloves,  bathing  suits  and  many 
other  things.  Goblin  offers  you  a 
plan  that  will  enable  you  to  get  all 
these  things  and  still  have  money 
for  your  vacation. 

If  you  are  a  live-wire  and  want  to 
make  money  like  other  boys  and  girls 
are  making,  representing  Goblin  in 
their  own  home  localities,  clip  the 
coupon  below. 

WALTER  HOWARD  FROM 
NOVA    SCOTIA     WRITES: 

"Dear  Goblin: 

I  hardly  ever  had  a  penny  of  my 
own  to  spend  for  things  I  wanted  un- 
til I  started  to  work  for  Goblin,  now 
I  have  PLENTY  cf  money  to  buy 
things  that  other  boys  wish  they  had. 
I  made  $28.60  last  month  and  I  think 
I  can  do  as  well  this  month." 

Everywhere  in  Canada  boys  and  girls 
are  joining  our  fast  growing  Boys  and 
Girls  Sales  Force,  we  still  have  a 
large  number  of  openings.  DON'T 
FORGET,  clip  the  coupon  right  now, 
and  we  will  send  you  at  once  our 
special  plan  on  "HOW  TO  MAKE 
MONEY  FOR  YOUR  SUMMER 
HOLIDAYS." 


SPECIAL  OFFER  DEPARTMENT, 
GOBLIN  MAGAZINE, 

170  Bay  St.,  Toronto  2,  Ont. 

Gentlemen: 

Without  obligation  on  my  part  kindly 
send  me  particulars  on  "How  To  Make 
Money  For  My  Summer  Holidays." 


Name 

Street  &  No.. 


Age.. 


Town Province.. 


Show  Card  Lettering 

Here  is  the  very  course  you  need  if  you  want  to  get  a  good  payingposition  as  a  Show  Card  Letterer  or  Sign  Letterer,  or 
have  a  business  of  your  own.  This  course  is  complete  and  practical  and  especially  arranged  to  meet  the  needs  of  the 
student  who  studies  at  home.  It  was  written  by  E.  L.  Koller,  Principal  of  the  School  of  Art  of  the  International  Cor- 
respondence Schools,  member  of  the  American  Federation  of  Arts, 
T    and  the  National  Society  of  Craftsmen.  .^ 

There  is  no  doubt  that  Show  Card  Letteringand  Sign  Lettering  ^^ 

offer  a  real  opportunity  to  ambitious  men  and  women.  J_st  ^s* 

mark  and  mail  the  coupon  and  we'll  gladly  send  you  a  ^ 

booklet  telling  all  about  the  I.  C.  S.  course  in  Show  .^        h-m. 

Card  Lettering,  or  any  other  subject  in  which             ^"^             v\|thout  cost  or  obligation,  please  send 
you  are  interested                                                               .^                  me  fulldetausof  yourhome-studycoursein 
Mr.  Koller  has  had' twenty  years'  teach-                 ^                         □  SHOW  CARD  LETTERING 
ing   experience,    and    his   success   in                  .^              rj  ILLUSTRATING                       Q  CARTOONING 
helping  other  men  and  women  is                   ^^ 
an  indication  of  what  he  can  ^  Name 


M 


International 
Correspondence  Schools 
Canadian.  Limited. 
DepL    1 9M  B    Montreal 


#5?** 


Learn 
at 

Home    MallCou 


pon  for  Free  Booklet 


Address., 
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Fair  and  Warmer 

Love-sick  Delt:  "You're  the 
sunshine  of  my  life.  Your  smile 
falls  like  lightning  into  my  soul. 
With  you  by  my  side  I  would 
defy  all  the  storms  of  life." 

Kappa:  "Say,  is  this  a  proposal 
or  a  weather  report?" 

— Nebraska  AwgWan. 

*  *        * 

"Hey,  you — your  gun  isn't 
loaded." 

"Can't  help  it;  bird  won't  wait." 
— Boston  Beanpot. 

*  *        * 

As  the  little  chorus  girl  said  to 
her  sweetie,  as  she  kissed  him 
goodnight:  "So  long,  I'll  sue  you 
later." 

—Punch  Bowl. 

^c  i£  % 

Investigation 

"What's  that?"  asked  the  cus- 
toms officer,  as  he  spied  a  bottle 
under  the  seat. 

"Only  wood  alcohol,"  replied 
the  returning  passenger. 

"Oh,  is  it?"  said  the  customs 
officer,  taking  a  long  drink.     It  was. 

— Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

St.  Peter:    "Who's  there?" 

Voice  Without:    "It  is  I." 

St.  Peter  (peeved):    "Gettoutta 

here,    we    don't    want    any    more 

school  teachers." 

— Purple  Parrot. 

In  the  class  in  higher  phonetics, 
teacher  asked,  "Who  was  Blue- 
beard?" 

"A  song  writer,"  pops  up  little 
Oscar  Schmeltzer. 

"And  what  did  he  write?"  she 
sez. 

"Now  I  Axe  You  Very  Con- 
fidentially— " 

"A  codfish  lays  two  million  eggs 
every  season." 

— Pitt  Panther. 

^  %  % 

Different! 

Autoist:  "I  had  the  right  of  way 
when  this  man  deliberately  ran 
into  me,  and  yet  you  say  I  was  to 
blame." 

Policeman:  "You  certainly 
were." 

Autoist:    "Why?" 

Policeman:  "Because  his  father 
is  mayor,  his  brother  is  chief  of 
police,  and  I  go  with  his  sister." 

—  The  Outlook. 


Lucid 

I  heard  a  good  one  to-day.  It 
seems  that  there  were  two  girls 
walking  down  Weybosset  Street 
— no,  it  was  Westminster  Street 
and  there  were  three  girls,  I  think. 
Anyway,  three  girls  were  walking 
up  Westminster  Street  at  three 
o  clock  in  the  afternoon,  or  rather 
at  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning 
when  one  of  them  said: 

"I'm  sorry,"  but  I  forget  just 
what  it  was  that  she  said.  Any- 
way, it  was  on  a  Wednesday. 

— Brown  Jug. 

*  *        * 

Discovery 

Curious  Old  Lady  (to  one- 
armed  man  getting  off  train):  "I 
notice  you  have  lost  your  arm, 
young  man." 

Young  Man:  "So  I  have — how 
strange!" 

—  Texas  Ranger. 

*  *        * 

Etiquette 

"Darling,"  he  cried,  falling  on 
his  knees  and  covering  her  little 
white  hands  with  kisses,  "can't 
you  see  that  I  love  you?" 

She  drew  herself  up  to  her  full 
height.  "Well,"  she  said,  "I 
should  hate  to  think  this  was  just 
your  way  of  behaving  in  com- 
pany." 

— Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

Elevator  Man  (during  the  Xmas 
rush):  "Here  is  your  floor,  my 
boy." 

Frosh:  "What  do  you  mean? 
I'm  not  your  boy  and  you  are  not 
my  father." 

Elevator  Man:  "Don't  get 
angry.  In  any  case,  you'll  admit 
that  I  brought  you  up!" 

— Punch  Bowl. 

*  *        * 

Caramba 

Posted  in  a  woman's  college  by 
the  instructress  in  astronomy — 
"Anyone  wishing  to  look  at  Venus 
please  see  me." 

— Blue  Baboon. 

*  *        * 

Personally,  we  never  thought 
the  Venus  de  Milo  beautiful,  but 
you  have  to  hand  it  to  her  when 
it  comes  to  eating. 

(Note  to  beginners):  You  see, 
she  hasn't  any  arms,  so  if  she  eats 
anything  you  have  to  hand  it  to 
her. 

— Georgia  Tech  Yellow  Jacket. 


WRIGLEYS 

Add  to  the  joy  of  the 
open  road  — this  pleasure- 
giving  refreshment. 

A  sugar-coated  gum  that 
affords  double  value.    Pep- 
permint flavor  in  the  sugar 
coating  and  peppermint^ 
flavored  gum 
inside. 


uuMORour  K/ 


hi 


QuffELL\hTT&fiti 


Now  you  can  enjoy  a 
really  up-to-date  training 
in  this  attractive  field, 
full  of  sparkle  and  dash — 
a  radical  departure  and 
pleasant  relief  from  old 
fashioned  courses  and  an- 
tiquated methods.  Pre- 
pare for  a  career  in  this 
delightful,  well-paid  pro- 
fession. Write  for  free  il- 
lustrated book,  "The  Last 
Word  in  Humorous  Illus- 
tration." 

The  Russell  Patterson  School 

Michigan  Ave.  at  20th  St.,  Dept.  19 
CHICAGO,  ILL. 
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SHOPPM 
SICKNESf 


and  the  exhaustion,  faintness,  nau- 
sea and  dizziness  caused  by  travel 
motion.  Journey  by  Sea,  Train, 
Car,  Auto  or  Air  in  perfect  comfort 
with   Mothersill's.  33 

75c.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direct 
Tho   Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,   Ltd. 
New  York        ^rm>w         Montreal 
Paris  <S&3**  J.  *  ^«£7>v      London 
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•  ^CANADIAN  , 
GENERAL  ELECTRIC  £a 


"The  time  has  come,"  the  Walrus  sand, 
"To  speak  of  many  things; 
Of  shoes  and  ships  and  sealing  wax. 
Of  cabbages  and  kings." 

—Alice  in  Wonderland. 

From  Motor  Cars  to 
Watches 

.  .  .  from  life  insurance  to  chocolates,  the 
outstanding  names  in  the  greatest  diversity 
of  products  whose  advertising  messages  are 
addressed  to  qualitv  audiences  appear  in 
the  pages  of  GOBLIN. 

These  advertisers  realize  the  value  of  a 
publication  which  has  the  largest  sale  of 
any  Canadian  magazine  on  the  newsstands, 
indicating  genuine  reader  interest  and  a 
circulation  of  over  40,000  of  the  leading 
homes  of  the  Dominion,  a  publication 
which  combines  a  buying  power  five  times 
the  average  with  an  economical  rate.  And 
the  list  is  steadily  growing. 

GOBLIN  gives  the  prestige  of  national 
circulation  among  the  leading  national 
advertisers  at  small  cost. 

Write  to-day  for  a  detailed 
analysis  of  what  GOBLIN 
offers  your  individual  product. 

170  Bay  St.     G9BLIN       Toronto  2 
Telephones:  Elgin  1502  and  4044 
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Testimonial 

To  the  Makers  of  TEN/TEST, 
Gentlemen: 

I  want  to  thank  you  for  the  sample  of 
TEN /TEST  you  sent  me.  I  believe  all 
that  you  say  about  your  product.  Our 
dog.  Bill,  got  hold  of  it  and  swallowed  it. 
That  night  he  was  locked  out  and  although 
it  was  fifty  below  zero  and  a  gale  was 
blowing,  we  found  him  sitting  quite  com- 
fortably on  the  front  door  step  in  the 
morning.  Not  only  was  he  well  insulated, 
but,  on  calling  him  by  name  he  paid  no  at- 
tention and  we  therefore  believe  your  claim 
regarding  sound  proofing  to  be  thoroughly 
substantiated.  Later  in  the  day,  we 
found  Bill  sitting  on  the  hot  stove  inves- 
tigating the  contents  of  a  frying  pan. 
Gentlemen,  you  win,  your  insulating 
building  board  is  marvellous!  It  is  proof 
against  cold,  heat  and  sound.  It  should 
be  used  in  every  Canadian  home.  If  we 
build,  we  shall  not  forget  TEN  /TEST. 
Yours  very  truly, 

I.  B.  LIEVE 
P.S. — Please  send  some  more 
samples  for  Bill.  > 


INTERNATIONAL  FIBRE  BOARD 

Limited 
MIDLAND,  Ont.  GATINEAU,  Que. 

Write  Dept.  GG  2 
tt2c  MONTREAL,  Que. 


Things  I  Try  to  Forget 

THE  after-midnight  hours  I  once  spent  in  trying 
to  think  of  words  adequately  descriptive  of 
numerous  eyes  .  .  .  the  so-called  poems  that  resulted 
when  I  had  thought  of  them  .  .  .  my  consternation 
the  time  I  ripped  my  bathing  suit  while  diving  .  .  . 
the  widow  with  $30,000  and  four  children  who  came 
to  see  me,  when  in  a  spirit  of  fun,  I  answered  the 
advertisement  of  a  matrimonial  bureau  .  .  .  the 
libel  suit  that  resulted  from  one  of  my  errors  as  a 
reporter  .  .  .  the  long  days  while  I  was  looking  for 
another  job  .  .  .  my  rash  advice  to  my  neighbour 
that  his  daughter  should  be  encouraged  in  her  love  for 
music  .  .  .  introductions  to  men  who  have  just 
returned  from  Siberia,  Siam  and  intervening  points 
.  .  .  remarks  I  have  made  at  times  to  men  of  husky 
stature  .  .  .  girls  who  have  asked  me  if  I  really  liked 
them  a  little  .  .  .  girls  who  have  sought  my  opinion 
regarding  their  garments  .  .  .  girls  who  have  flattered 
me  sufficiently  even  to  think  I  had  an  opinion  to 
offer. 

C.  WARDEN  LA  ROE. 

Proof 

Rose's  are  red; 

Pearls  are  white. 
I  seen  'em  on  the  clothes  line 

Just  the  other  night.  — Jester. 

*  *       * 

Pardonable  Mistake 

"Are  all  these  to  be  tried  at  once?" 
"No,  that's  the  jury." 

— Mugwump. 

*  *       * 

First  Aid 

"Johnny,"  cried  Queen  Guinevere,  "run  out  and 
get  the  blowtorch,  I  have  to  mend  Papa's  pants." 

— Columbia  Jester. 

More  of  This  Pun  Stuff 

"Well,"  commented  Tom  Cat,  "it's  certainly  been 
a  one  hundred  purr  cent  Christmas. 

"Right,"  replied  Lucy,  "it  was  right  up  to  scratch 
in  every  way." 

"Oh,  but  I  knew  Santa  Claws  wouldn't  forget  us," 
countered  Tom.      "He  and  the  milkman." 

"But  I  don't  see  why  you  put  those  two  in  the  same 
category,"  objected  his  spouse. 

Tom  pawscd.  "I'd  pre/ur  not  to  explain,"  he  said 
simply. 

— And  thus  the  discussion  ceased  before  it  degen- 
erated to  dogma. 

STRICTLY  ANONYMOUS. 


A  MINE  OF  LAUGHTERl 

BOOBS  JNjHi  WOODS 

By  Merrill  Denison 

SIXTEEN  SKETCHES  TWO  DOLLARS 

Obtain  locally  or  from 

GRAPHIC  PUBLISHERS,  LTD.,  OTTAWA 

Toronto  Branch  at  27  Heintzman  Ave. 
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A  Weighty  Reply 


"Stop,  thief!"  shouted  a  woman. 
The  man  dropped  all  the  articles 
he  had  stolen  and  fled  along  the 
aisles.  At  once  the  store  detectives 
and  everyone  else  gave  chase.  At 
the  same  time  all  the  exits  were 
guarded  by  plain  clothes  men  and 
police.  All  hope  of  escape  was  shut 
off. 

Feverishly,  they  searched  for  the 
thief.  At  last  they  trailed  him 
to  the  manager's  office,  and  when 
they  broke  in  they  found  him 
seated  in  a  swivel  chair,  smoking  a 
cigar. 

"What  are  you  doing  here?" 
growled  a  cop  as  he  seized  him. 

"Believe  it  or  not,"  he  answered^ 
"I'm  waiting  for  a  patrol  wagon.' 

— Mercury. 

*  *        * 

"One  seat,  well  forward  in  the 
centre  downstairs,  for  tonight's 
performance.      Have  you  got  it?" 

"Can  you  play  a  fiddle?" 

—  West  Point  Pointer. 

*  *        * 

Wrecked  Romance 

I  went  down  by  de  brewery  de 
other  night  wid  de  purpose  of 
pickin'  meself  up  a  rib,  an'  I  tools 
de  chariot  up  to  de  edge  of  de 
street,  an  gives  dis  comely  wench 
de  magnify. 

"Howdy,  little  poppy,"  says  I, 
"what's  de  dope?" 

"Aw,  go  have  a  puncture,"  says 
she. 

"Wanna  came  for  a  little  gal- 
lop?" I  persists. 

"How's  de  gas?"  she  comes  back. 

"Plenty,"  says  I. 

"Well  step  on  it,"  she  quirps. 

Boy    I    ain't    been    so    putrified 

since  de  first  time  I  wore  pajamas. 

— Brown  Jug. 

He  *  * 

Logic 

Teacher:    "What  is  a  wonder?" 

Pupil:    "I  don't  know." 

Teacher:  "Well,  suppose  I  climb 
a  high  tower  and  lose  my  balance 
and  fall  into  the  street — if  I  am 
not  hurt,  what  is  that?" 

Pupil:   "Luck." 

Teacher:  "More  than  luck.  Sup- 
pose I  do  the  same  again?" 

Pupil:    "That  is  accident." 

Teacher:  "More  than  that,  sup- 
pose I  do  it  a  third  time — what  is 
that?" 

Pupil:    "Habit." 

— Faun,  Vienna. 


THE  man  of  to-day  is  not  satisfied  with  "mirror  style."     He  wants  to  be  out  and  doing 
things.     He  knows  that  how  he  feels  is  just  as  important  as  how  smartly  designed  his 
apparel  may  be.  Therefore,  he  is  turning  to  the  Arch  Preserver  Shoe,  correctly  modeled 
but  with  exclusive  patented   features  that  ensure  complete  freedom  from  discomfort  and 
foot  aches. 


^RCH  ^SERVER 

The  Arch  Preserver  Shoe  for  men  is 
made  in  Canada  by  Scott-McHale, 
Ltd.,  London,  Ontario.  Licensed  by 
E.  T.  Wright  &  Co.,  Inc. 


-3 

Scott-McHale,  Ltd.,  NT. 

Dept.   C,  London,  Ontario.  NAME 

Please     send    Foot   Aches  ADDRESS 

Chart, pictures  of  new  styles 

and  name  of  nearest  dealer.  ClTY PROVINCE..... 

■ — — »3 
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•OOH— A  MASONIC  PINl     TELL  ME  ALL   ABOUT  THE  MASONSI" 


Perfect 

She  was  extremely  beautiful. 

"Do  you  smoke?"   I  asked  con- 
fidentially. 
"No."  shyly. 

"And  don't  you  drink  or  swear?" 

"No,"  with  a  blush. 

"Do  you  occasionally — ah — 
pet?" 

"Oh,  never." 

"Would  you   date,   then?" 

"Perhaps,  on  Sunday  afternoon, 
to    go    to    a    lecture,    you    know." 

"Do  you  know  any — mm,  that 
is,  off-colour  stories?" 

"I  have  never  listened  to  or  read 
anything  that  would  be  unfit  to 
print  in  the  Christian  Science 
Monitor.'' 

I  remembered  I  had  an  impor- 
tant engagement. 

"Wait,"  she  protested,  as  I 
started  to  walk  away.  "I  have  one 
fault—" 

"So!"  I  remarked  dubiously. 

"Yes,"  she  whispered,  "I  am  a 
terrible  liar." 

— Purple  Parrot. 
*        *        * 

An  old  lady,  visiting  an  insane 
asylum,  observed  the  lunatics  at 
work.  One  man  was  standing  in 
a  corner,  idle. 

"My  good  man,"  inquired  the 
O.L.,  "why  don't  you  work?  Are 
you  crazy?" 

"Yes,  mum,  but  not  that  crazy," 
the  man  replied. 

— Flamingo. 


In  Me 

There's  the  heart  of  a  soldier  in  me 
And  a  bit  of  the  pirate  bold, 

The  buccaneer  and  the  cavalier, 
And   the  seeker  of  yellow   gold. 

There's  a  little  German  in  me, 
A  good  deal  of  English  and  Cree, 
A  bit  or  two  of  Spanish  and  Sioux — 
I'm  a  cannibal  gent,  you  see! 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

Dear  Sir:  I  am  engaged  to  a 
girl  and  I  have  been  informed  that 
you  were  seen  kissing  her.  Kindly 
call  at  my  frat  house  at  I  1  o'clock 
Friday  night  and  make  an  explana- 
tion.    Leo  Line. 

Dear  Leo:  I  have  received  a 
copy  of  your  circular  letter,  and 
will  be  present  at  the  meeting.    Ed. 

—  Whirlwind. 

*  *        * 

Suspicious 

Prof.:  "Who  signed  the  Magna 
Charta,  Mr.  Cords?" 

Jerry:  "I  don't  know.  It  wasn't 
me." 

Prof,  (thoroughly  disgusted). 
"That  will  do  sir;  that  will  do  for 
you." 

Member  of  the  Official  Board  of 
Visitors:  "Here  don't  let  that 
fellow  off.      I   don't  like  his  looks. 

I  believe  he  did  sign  it." — Pelican. 

*  *        * 

Teacher:  "Willy,  what  is  Lin- 
coln's immortal   slogan?" 

Willy:  "America's  finest  auto- 
mobile." —  Voo  Doo. 


The  whole  world  knows  Aspirin  as  an 
effective  antidote  for  pain.  But  it's  just  as 
important  to  know  that  there  is  only  one 
genuine  Aspirin.  The  name  Bayer  is  on 
every  tablet,  and  on  the  box.  If  the  name 
Bayer  appears,  it's  genuine;  and  if  it 
doesn't,  it  is  not !  Headaches  are  dispelled 
by  Aspirin.  So  are  colds,  and  the  pain 
that  goes  with  them;  even  neuralgia, 
neuritis,  and  rheumatism  promptly  re- 
lieved. Get  Aspirin — at  any  drug  store — 
with  proven  directions. 

Physicians  prescribe  Aspirin; 
it  does  NOT  affect  the  heart 

Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (registered  in  Canada 
indicating  Bayer  Manufacture.  While  it  is  weU 
known  that  Aspirin  means  Bayer  manufacture,  to 
assure  the  public  against  imitations,  the  Tablets 
will  be  stamped  with  their  "Bayer  Cross"  trademark. 


Sensational 
Success 


C.G.E. 

100-A    Loudspeaker 
$39.50 


Just 
Plug  In! 


This  Batteryless  Radiola 
Is  Winning  Praise  Across  Canada 

NO  radio  has  ever  attained  such  instant  popularity 
throughout  the  Dominion  as  Radiola  17.  And 
no  receiver  to-day  is  more  highly  spoken  of  by  its 
owners  that  this  socket-power  Radiola  which  oper- 
ates directly  from  the  house  electric  current. 

Only  a  demonstration  of  Radiola  17  with  C.G.E. 
Loudspeaker  100-A  will  reveal  to  you  the  superb 
tone  quality  and  other  features  which  have  put  this 
Radiola  to  the  forefront  of  batteryless  sets. 

See  your  dealer  to-day  and  learn  how  Radiola  17 
has  revolutionized  radio  reception. 


CANADIAN 
GENERAL  ELECTRIC  Sa 

sHEAP   OFFICE    TORONTO.     SALES  OFFICES   IN  ALL    PRINCIPAL  CITIES, 
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On  the  roll  of  honor  in  the 
rubber  industry  aw  emblaz- 
oned the  names  Goodrich^ 
and  Silvertou)n^one  Is 
the  hall  mark  of  integrity 
the  other  your  warranty  of 
service  and  Value^^L 

CANADIAN  GOODRICH  COMPANY,  LTD. 
KITCHENER,  ONTARIO 

S      Goodrich 
llvertown 
i         Cord  Tires 


